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CHAPTER L 

Thursday, June, such and such a date, was 
the day fixed for the sailing of the yacht Lady 
Maud for a cruise as far as the latitudes of 
the West Indies. The voyage was planned 
on account of the health of Lady Brookes, 
the wife of the owner of the vessel. The 
doctors had discovered that one of her lungs 
was threatened, and urgently advised her to 
take a long sea-trip, that for all the summer 
she might breathe nothing but ocean air. 
Her husband, who was a great lover of the 
sea, had only recently sold a forty-ton yawl 
named the lone^ and purchased in its room 
the Lady Maud schooner. In this vessel 
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fore settled that the cruise should be made 
in the yacht, which was forthwith equipped 
and victualled for the voyage ; and among 
the persons invited to join Sir Mordaunt 
and Lady Brookes was the writer of this 
account of the journey and of the lamentable 
shipwreck and sujBferings of the people con- 
cerned in it. 

I was willing to go for several reasons. 
First, I had been to sea for eight years in 
the merchant service, and had passed an 
examination as chief mate, when my father 
died, and bequeathed me a property that was 
an estate to a bachelor of simple tastes ; so I 
quitted that life, but I left my heart behind 
me in it, and was always glad for an excuse 
to get upon the sea. So, as I say, this was 
one reason. Next, as I have told, I was a 
bachelor. The only relative I owned was 
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a married sister, who lived at Bristol, many 
leagues out of my track, and thus my stake 
was too small to hinder me from going where 
I pleased and doing what I pleased. Add 
to this, I had j ust resolved to go abroad for 
some weeks, to kill the hot English months, 
when there comes the letter from Sir Mor- 
daunt Brookes (whom I had known two 
years, and in whose yawl I had enjoyed 
several pleasant runs along our east coast), 
telling me about his wife's health, the 
proposed voyage, etc., and begging me to 
go with them. The ojBfer was to my fancy, 
if I except the West India part. I thought 
June a queer month to choose for a voyage 
to the Antilles, as those islands, where the 
dog-star always rages, were called. But Sir 
Mordaunt wrote that if we touched at any 
port it would be merely to fill our fresh- 
water casks, by which I understood that we 
were to keep almost entirely upon the 
water and among the blowing winds. 

Preparing for a voyage ten times as long 



at Southauipton, waitiug for the arrival of 
the Lady Maud's boat to carry me aboard 
of her. 

I was never at that town before, nor have 
I visited it since ; and nothing of it remains 
in my mind but a clear image of the stretch 
of beautiful sparkling water, with a vision of 
the Isle of Wight in the southward, and of 
tender green shores opposite melting upon 
the gleaming breast of the sea as they trended 
towards the Solent, j There was a large 
number of yachts and other vessels riding at 
their anchors, and many more under weigh, 
with their white canvas flashing softly in the 
brilliant sunshine. A pleasant breeze blew 
from the north-east, but the sky was quite 
cloudless, a deep, darkly-pure blue, like 
the heavens of the South Pacific. 

I was anxious to see the vessel that was 
to be my home for some months, but none 
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of the watermen I asked could tell me which 
was she. However, I had not long to wait, 
for whilst I stood admiring a very hand- 
some, heavily-sparred yawl, anchored within 
musket-shot of the pier, a boat pulling six 
oars shot from under her stern, clearly from 
one of the yachts lying beyond, and headed 
directly for the spot I occupied. The men 
rowed with fine precision, their oars flashed 
like glass, and the froth twinkled frostily at 
the stem. Before she was alongside I read 
the name Lady Maud on the breast of the 
coxswain's jersey, and went to meet him as 
he jumped ashore. He had been one of the 
loners men, and knew me; and in a few 
minutes my luggage was brought from the 
hotel and bundled into the boat. 

The moment we cleared the stem of the 
yawl, the coxswain, pointing to a large 
schooner that lay a few fathoms astern of a 
small vessel similarly rigged, said that that 
was the Lady Maud. I looked at her 
eagerly, but the first impression was dis- 



at the bows a very few inches under the 
hawsepipes, she had the look of a revenue 
boat about the hull. As we approached, 
however, some good features began to exhibit 
themselves. She was rather blujBf about the 
forecastle rail, but rapidly fined down to the 
water's edge, and was like a knife at that 
point. Her run was beautiful, and a decided 
spring forward gave her a defiant posture 
upon the water. She was large for her 
class, nearly two hundred tons by Lloyd's 
measurement. Her spars were the handsomest 
sticks I had ever seen, and the soaring main- 
topmast, surmounted by an angular red flag 
that blew upwards like a tongue of flame 
against the lovely sky, made the eye giddy 
that followed it from the low level of a boat. 
Unlike any of the other yachts about, she 
carried a topsail and top-gallant yard ; and, 
judging from the height of the foreyard 
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from the deck, I reckoned that if Sir Mor- 
daunt Brookes carried a squaresail, it 
should be big enough to hold a gale of 
wind. 

We dashed alongside. I grasped the 
white man-ropes, and was received at the 
gangway by my friend. 

" Up anchor now, Purchase, and get us 
away ! " he sung out, holding my hand in 
a cordial grip. '' Tripshore, look after the 
baggage in the boat there, and have it 
stowed away in Mr. Walton's cabin." 

So saying, he led me over to his wife, 
who was sitting aft under a short awning, 
in company with a young lady and a short 
dark man dressed in grey clothes. This 
was my first introduction to Lady Brookes, 
who spent the greater part of the year in 
the south of France, and had always been 
out of England when I was with her 
husband. She was a fine woman, about 
four and twenty years old — indeed, she 
and her husband had only been married 



poiisiiect ebony ; dressed in blue serge that 
faultlessly fitted her figure — moulded like 
one of Herman Melville's South Sea water- 
goddesses. 

On the other hand, her companion, a 
niece of Sir Mordaunt, was fair, her hair a 
pale gold, her eyes blue as the sky. My 
friend in introducing me to her called her 
Ada Tuke. Indeed, she was a very pretty 
girl, but I will not attempt to convey an 
idea of the character of her prettiness. 
Little Koman nose, arched upper lip, small 
head, almost straight eyebrows, darker than 
her hair — these are points easily named ; 
but what do they express on paper ? No 
more than my asserting that the Lady 
Maudes figure-head was a handsome device 
would assist your imagination in figuring 
the appearance of the vessel. If the prospect 
of the cruise was agreeable to me before, I 
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found it quite delightful now that I knew 
our little company would include Ada 
Tuke. 

The gentleman who stood near was Mr. 
None, M.B., who had been shipped by Sir 
Mordaunt to look after her ladyship's health. 
He had a smooth-shaven face and black 
eyes, and would have passed for an actor or 
a priest. The rest of the party consisted 
of two superb mastiflfs, which lay near the 
mainmast in the sunshine, outside the 
shadow line of the awning. They were a 
noble pair of dogs, and they reclined with 
their great paws stretched along, enjoying 
the heat of the decks, and watching the men 
tumbling about, with slow-rolling eyes and 
an inquisitive cock of the ears. 

The ladies had now to shift their seats, 
for their chairs were in the road of the men 
who had gathered aft to hoist the mainsail. 
I placed Lady Brookes' chair for her clear of 
the running rigging, and asked her how she 
liked the idea of the voyage. 



" But it is sure to do you good," Scaid I. 
^^ There is no finer medicine than the ocean 



air." 



" Perhaps so," she answered languidly ; 
"but even health may sometimes cost too 
much." 

I turned to Miss Tuke, and asked her how 
site liked the prospect of the journey. 

"Very much," she replied, removing a 
small opera-glass from her eyes. "I am 
hoping we shall meet with exciting adven- 
tures." 

Lady Brookes smiled, but the expression 
went out of her face quietly. Here Sir 
Mordaunt joined us, and, catching hold of 
my arm, called my attention to the spacious- 
ness of the Lady Mauds decks, and asked 
me what I thought of her. I told him I 
considered her a very beautiful vessel, and 
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honestly meant what I said. Her decks 
were exceedingly roomy, in spite of a row of 
hencoops abreast of the foremast on either 
side, and a boat on chocks amidships, and as 
white as snow and as solid as a thousand-ton 
ship's. Strength, indeed, was the agreeable 
peculiarity I everywhere observed. Her 
bulwarks were tall and stout, her companions 
and skylights almost unnecessarily massive ; 
but everything was plain, and, as I con- 
sidered, the fitter by reason of that quality 
for ocean use. She was steered by a wheel, 
and I took notice of the strength of the tiller 
and wheel-chains. Her rigging was hand- 
somely set up, the masts stayed to a hair ; 
every block worked as easily as a carriage 
wheel. I walked aft to remark her length, 
and was delighted by the fine sweep of 
shining deck and the bold incurving of the 
forecastle bulwarks, meeting at the long 
powerful bowsprit, that was slightly bowed 
under the taut bobstays. 

But by this time they had got the main- 



ing to the men in a slightly wheezy deep-sea 
note. It was the hottest hour of an un- 
usually hot day, yet this man was wrapped 
up, like a North Sea pilot, in thick rough 
cloth, and a blue shawl with white spots 
around his throat. As he was to have 
charge of the vessel, I examined him closely, 
and beheld a round face, purple at the 
cheek-bones ; a pear-shaped, carrot-coloured 
nose ; small eyes, buried deep in wrinkles, 
and glowing like sparks in their well- 
thatched caverns ; a capacious mouth almost 
destitute of lips ; the whole surmounted by 
a cloth cap decorated with a broad gold 
band. In truth, he looked rather too nautical 
to please me. He had more the appearance 
of a Thames wherrjTnan masquerading in a 
yachting skipper's clothes, than a plain sailor 
man. He turned his little eyes upon me 
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once or twice, as if he would like to ask why 
I looked at him so hard. I had no doubt that 
Sir Mordaunt was impressed by the man's 
nautical aspect, but for my part, if I had 
had the choosing of a captain for the Lady 
Maud, I should not have selected so highly 
flavoured a tar as Purchase. I dare say I 
was prejudiced. No man who has been 
knocked about at sea can have a high 
opinion of yachtsmen as sailors. On the one 
side are many hardships, gales of wind, 
bitter cold, poor food, and the like ; on tlie 
other, fine weather, plenty of lounging, 
clean forecastles, fresh provisions, and light 
work. The yachtsman has the best of it, 
and Jack may envy him, but he will not call 
him a sailor. 

We carried a mate, named Ephraim Trip- 
shore, as well as a captain, and eleven 
men, counting the cook and the steward. 
The decks looked pretty full with them and 
us, and I watched them as they worked, the 
thought coming into my head that if they 



By this time they had got the anchor off 
the ground, and the vessel, lying almost 
athwart the run of the water, with her nose 
pointing at Southampton, was already slip- 
ping along, but sweeping round fast to the 
southward. Talk as they will of the 
beauty of foreign ports and scenes, I never 
remember in all my voyages, nor in any 
journeys I have made since, the like of that 
scene of Southampton Water, and the shores 
on either hand, as I beheld it on that day. 
The yachts at anchor, with the flashing water 
trembling in their glossy sides ; the leaning 
pillars of canvas here and there shining like 
virgin silver in the sun ; the flags which filled 
the sky wdth spots of bright colours; the 
houses ashore, looking as delicate as ivory- 
work in the far distance ; the undulations of 
the coast making a soft horizon of trees and 
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green country against the heavens ; the Isle 
of Wight ahead, and beyond its marble-like 
heights in the south-east the pale blue waters 
of the English Channel — combined to produce 
a picture of which no language at my com-» 
mand could express the beauty. 

The anchor was catted and fished, and the 
vessel, with the wind broad on the beam, 
was slightly leaning under the huge main- 
sail and a couple of jibs. Her pace even 
under this canvas was good, and she threw 
the water off her weather bow in a little wave 
that arched over like a coil of glass, the ex- 
tremity of which, abreast of the fore-rigging, 
broke into foam and ran hissing to join the 
sparkling line of wake astern. It was 
perhaps characteristic that I should be 
watching the yacht and studying her quali- 
ties instead of contemplating the brilliant 
scene through which we were running. One 
picturesque sight, however, interested me 
greatly. It was a beautiful little steam 
yacht lying at anchor, and as we approached 



«J- 



who, when they saw the Lady Maud coming, 
rose and stood in a crowd at the steamer's 
side. As we went past. Lady Brookes waved 
her pocket-handkerchief and Sir Mordaunt 
called out good-bye. They gave us a demon- 
strative farewell, the ladies flourishing their 
parasols and the gentlemen shouting. But 
it was only a turn of the kaleidoscope, a 
brief shifting of the shining colours. We 
passed a succession of sparkling pictures of 
that kind, but all the rest of the people who 
looked at us were strangers, and no more 
farewells were exchanged. 

I was struck by the expression on Lady 
Brookes' face after we had dropped the 
steamer, and the brief excitement kindled by 
the hurried salutations had passed from her. 
Dejection was never more strongly defined. 
I was sure she dreaded the voyage more 
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than she had owned, and I now wonder, on 
looking back, that what was unquestionably 
a presentiment of ill in her mind did not 
decide her husband upon abandoning his 
resolution to find a cure for her in the heart 
of the North Atlantic. Her melancholy was 
strongly accentuated by the contrast of Miss 
Tuke's happy, cheerful face : the full spirit of 
the lustrous scene was reflected in the girl's 
soft eyes, and expressed in her lips' subdued 
wonder and admiration. The wind stirred 
the curls of gold-bright hair upon her fore- 
head, and now and again she would say 
something aloud — involuntarily and to her- 
self apparently, for she addressed nobody — 
and follow it with a gentle laugh that 
mingled with the lip, lipping of the water, 
sounding like the tinkling of hundreds of 
little bells along the sweeping sides of the 
yacht, and the moan of the foam at the stem 
that fell upon the ear like the murmur of a 
fountain, and the voice of the warm wind 
overhead as it poured into and out of the 
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had hove up West Cowes until the houses 
were clearly visible to the naked eye, when 
Sir Mordaunt asked me to step below and 
look at the yacht's accommodation. I 
followed him down the companion steps, and 
found at the bottom a polished bulkhead, 
behind which was the pantry. The cabin 
stretched from this bulkhead aft, and was a 
spacious room considering the tonnage of the 
yacht. There was a handsome piano against 
the mainmast, and beyond the mainmast a 
door that led to the sleeping berths, of which 
there were six, three of a side. The walls of 
the cabin were coloured and grained in 
imitation of satin-wood ; green silk curtains 
protected the central skylight; the ceiling 
was painted with floral devices; and the 
great mainmast that pierced the upper deck, 
and that vanished through a rich Turkey 
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carpet, was framed with looking - glasses 
moulded to the spar. Green velvet cushions 
upon the lockers made them as luxurious as 
ottoman mats, and a curious character was 
given to the sumptuous interior by a tall 
polished brass rack, fixed abaft the com- 
panion steps, filled with rifles and guns of 
various patterns. The sunshine that pierced 
the skylight in places sparkled in brilliant 
swinging trays and in large crystal globes 
filled with gold and silver fish, and here and 
there in diamond-shaped mirrors which were, 
arranged around the cabin, filling the air 
with prismatic light. 

Sir Mordaunt then conducted me to the 
sleeping berths, the first of which on the 
starboard, side I judged was to be mine, by 
observing my baggage stowed away in a 
comer. The bunk was draped fit for a 
prince to lie in : every convenience that a 
comfortable bed-chamber should possess was 
here. It was, in truth, a superbly-fitted 
sleeping-room, and the warm wind pouring 



make even a i'renchiiiaii in love with the 



sea." 



" A little snugger than a ship's forecastle, 
eh, Walton ? " said Sir Mordaunt. 

"A little. The sight of that bunk puts 
nie in mind that somebody stole my blankets 
at the beginning of my first voyage, and 
that to keep myself warm I had to sleep in 
my sea-boots, and sometimes lie imder my 
mattress." 

" Yes, sailors have to rough it We 
yachting men know very little about the 
sea, thoughsome of us can swagger. What 
think you of this cabin ? " 

As he said this he threw open the door of 
Lady Brookes' berth. There was a bright- 
eyed, smartly-dressed little woman at work 
arranging some books upon a shel£ Sir 
Mordaunt called her Carey, and I supposed 
her, as I afterwards knew her to be, her 
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ladyship's maid. I stood in the doorway, 
looking with great admiration upon a room 
that was as unlike a sea-cabin as the most 
expeusive arts of the upholsterer could make 
it. The hangings were of blue satin ; a brass 
bedstead swung within a foot of the cabin 
floor upon strong irons hooked to stout eyes 
screwed into the beams ; pictures and look- 
ing-glasses covered the walls ; and I should 
tire your patience by cataloguing the carpets, 
couches, chairs, bracket - lamps, and the 
hundred knick-knacks which embellished 
this exceedingly elegant apartment. 

"Is there a passenger ship afloat that 
could have given my wife a more cosy room 
than this ? " said Sir Mordaunt, looking 
around him with an air of grave satisfaction. 

" I never saw anything more charming. 
That bed. Sir Mordaunt, is quite original." 

" It is. I had it made expressly for this 
cruise. You see Lady Brookes can step 
into it without help. The ordinary cot, 
even in a calm, is a troublesome contrivance. 



'^ I am afraid so. But I console myself 
with reflecting that if she is to be sick, a 
five thousand- ton ship could not save her/' 

He came out of the cabin, and as we 
walked forward, said, "I wish my wife 
undertook this journey more light-heartedly. 
Her physician assured her that a sea- voyage 
was of the utmost importance to her health, 
and having full faith myself in the prescrip- 
tion, and knowing indeed that the journey 
imist be taken, in one way or another, for 
her sake, I have not thought it wise to 
notice her reluctance and depression." 

" Oh, she will recover her spirits in a 
day or two. We muat all turn to and cheer 
her up ; besides, the North Atlantic is a big 
stage, something more than mere sky and 
water in these days of shipbuilding, and 
plenty of things should happen to amuse 
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her. What sort of skipper have you 
got ? " 

"A capital man," he answered, speaking 
with energy. " He has been a sailor all his 
life, and served, I believe, in every sort of 
craft you could name, from a full-rigged 
ship down to a galley -punt. His last berth 
was as master of a Sunderland collier, but 
he was thrown out of work by a fall, and 
has been idle for a year. I got him 
through an advertisement. There was no 
use shipping a smooth-water man for an 
Atlantic voyage, and when I saw his cap- 
tain's certificate and heard his experiences, 
and that he was in the West India trade for 
some time, as second mate and carpenter of 
a small Barbadoes brig, I engaged him, and 
I do not know that I could have done 
better." 

^^ If he is all that he says he should 
answer your purpose," said L 

" Lady Brookes thinks he drinks," he 
continued, smiling, " because he has a red 
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soon lose their complexions, aod it is not 
always fair to attribute the change to rum." 
We had pushed through the pantry, and 
Avere in the kitchen — a neat little box of a 
place, hot as an oven, everything new in it, 
and the copper stuff shining like gold. The 
cook wore a white apron and cap, a dress 
I should have laughed at on a man in 
another vessel than a yacht, and was clearly 
of a sour temper, the expression of which in 
his long yellow face was not improved by 
the loss of his port eye. This imperfection 
he took no pains to conceal, but, on the 
contrary, seemed anxious that everybody 
should, in a sense, share his deformity with 
him, for I observed that whilst answering 
some questions put to him by Sir Mordaunt, 
he kept his dead eye bearing full upon the 
baronet. Sir Mordaunt, who was probably 
used to the man, talked to the eye as 
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though it had been full of life. The 
skipper's and mate's berths faced the kitchen, 
and beyond was the forecastle bulkhead, 
which shut oflf that end of the yacht from 
the after part. The impression of strength 
conveyed by the exterior of the vessel was 
confirmed by her appearance below. She 
was undoubtedly a very noble, powerful 
boat, abundantly qualified to undertake, not 
indeed merely a summer Atlantic cruise, but 
a voyage to any part of the world at any 
time of the year. 



CHAPTER II. 

We had got under weigh shortly before three 
o'clock. We might have made the daylight 
watch us a long way down the English 
Channel by breaking out the anchor at 
dawn ; but the nights were too short to 
make our departure needful at an uncom- 
fortable hour, and, moreover, we should have 
the moon overhead until hard upon day- 
break. By this time I had inspected as 
much of the interior of the vessel as was 
open to me, and followed Sir Mordaunt on 
deck. I was surprised to find that we were 
nearly clear of the Solent. No more sail 
had been made on the vessel, the wind was 
on the starboard quarter, and the main 
boom swung well forward, yet the Lady 



THE "LADY MAUD.'* 27 

Maud was slipping through the water as 
though she had been in tow of a steamer. 
She made no noise ; the merest seething of 
foam came from the direction of the cut- 
water; the pale blue surface alongside was 
only just blurred by the motion of the 
yacht ; but astern her passage was denoted 
by a long line of eddies and revolving 
bubbles, which broadened out like a fan, 
until the extremity resembled a faint puff 
of steam, amid which the heads of the little 
windy ripples flashed like dew upon grass 
over which a shred of mist is crawling. 

With the land close aboard of us on 
either side, it was difficult to realize that we 
had veritably started upon a long voyage, 
and that for weeks we should have nothing 
but the deep and distant waters of the 
North Atlantic under and around us. I 
loitered at the companion to look around 
me, and then joined Sir Mordaunt, who had 
crossed to his wife. 

They might have passed for father and 



that fell, like a sapper's, to his 'waist. He 
was a tall man, nearly, if not quite, six feet ; 
hair slightly frosted ; eyes gentle and soft in 
repose, but bright and animated in conver- 
sartion; a thorough gentleman in feelings, 
though his manners had no special polish, 
and his language was formed of the first 
words which occurred to him. He was tell- 
ing his wife that I was delighted with the 
yacht, and that my opinion ought to reassure 
her, as I was a sailor of some experience, 
and knew what the Atlantic was, and what 
was fit to meet its seas. 

"Indeed," said I, seeing his wish, "I 
would rather be in a gale of wind in the 
Lady Maud than in a good many big ships 
I could name." 

" Sir Mordaunt ought not to make you 
think I am nervous," said she. " It is the 
tediousness of the voyage that I shall not 
like." 



THE "LADY MAUD.'» 29 

" But you should remember, my love, our 
motive in undertaking it," exclaimed Sir 
Mordaunt. 

"And why must it be tedious, aunt?" 
said Miss Tuke, turning her sunny face 
towards us. "There are plenty of good 
novels downstairs, and a piano; and you 
should be able to tell us, Mr. Walton, if we 
are likely Ho meet with any adventures." 

" No, I can't tell you that," said I ; " and, 
to speak the truth, we don't want to meet 
with any adventures. All that we have to 
do. Miss Tuke, is to run down our latitudes 
comfortably, and pray that the fine weather 
may hold." 

"Precisely," cried Sir Mordaunt. "And 
what sort of adventures would you have, 
Ada? All romance went out of the sea 
when steam was discovered. There are no 
more pirates, no more privatcersmen, no 
more handsome, dashing tars, with their 
belts studded with pistols, and their holds 
full of plundered ingots and pieces of eight. 
Even shipwreck is no longer picturesque." 



WCU3. 



^^Pray don't let us talk of shipwreck/' 
said Lady Brookes, pettishly. 

" No, no ; don't let us talk of shipwreck 1 " 
echoed Sir Mordaunt, quickly. *' Walton, 
d'ye know the coast hereabouts ? Yonder's 
AVarden Point, I think, and that should be 
the Needles light." 

Time was when I could have drawn from 
memory a chart of the English Channel 
coast, with every lightship and lighthouse 
and beacon upon it or belonging to it ; but 
a great deal of that knowledge had slipped 
away from me. Nothing, I think, goes out 
of the head more quickly than the things 
learnt at sea. The names of ropes, blocks, 
and of the diflferent portions of the standing 
rigging, go first ; coasts and lights follow ; 
and then the science of the sun, moon, and 
stars disappears. A sailor who quits the sea 
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for a few years finds he has a great deal to 
learn over again when he returns to it 
Ought not this consideration to make the 
people concerned cautious in their selection 
of nautical assessors ? 

Happily the lives of the people aboard the 
Lady Maud were not in my charge, and, 
consequently, whether my marine memory 
was good or bad mattered nothing. I 
borrowed Miss Tuke's opera-glass to look 
at the coast ; but the beautiful scene showed 
best when inspected with the naked eye, for 
then the whole expanse of it was in sight. 
On the right was both the Hampshire and 
Dorset shore, visible from Stansore Point to 
beyond Christchurch Head, and I think 
Durlston Point was in sight, though a mere 
film down in the west Astern of us was 
the Isle of Wight, whose towering terraces 
and gleaming heights were slowly drawing 
out as we rounded to the southward, bring- 
ing Node Beacon and the shining ramparts 
of chalk beyond it on our port quarter ; and 
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Channel. To behold that shining field of 
water was to feel at last that our voyage 
was fairly begun. I own that my heart 
went out to meet it. Of all seas, none can 
be so dear to an Englishman as the stretch 
of water that separates England from France. 
It is a stage full of glorious historical 
memories ; it is the busiest maritime high- 
way in the world ; its margin is enriched 
on the British side with spaces of exquisite 
scenery ; and it is consecrated to sailors by 
the thought of the scores of mariners who 
have found a resting-place upon its sands. 

When it opened broad under both bows 
we all stood gazing at it. But whatever 
our thoughts may have been, they were 
speedily interrupted by old Purchase, who 
still grasped the wheel, bawling to the men in 
his husky, deep-sea note, to set the gaff-fore- 
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sail. Yachtsmen imitate men-of-war's men 
in their manner of springing about. Where 
the rush is finely disciplined, it is good ; it 
is always finely disciplined in a man-of-war, 
and though one would think sometimes that 
the fellows were only trying to break their 
necks, yet the whole fabric of the ship is 
vitalised by their method of going to work, 
as any man knows who has watched a 
fiigate — when there were such things— trip 
her anchor and flash into a lovely cloud of 
canvas all at once. Yachtsmen sprawl and 
tumble about as cleverly as navy men ; but it 
is not only because they are seldom numerous 
enough as a crew that they never produce 
man-of-war results. I watched the Lady 
Maud's men making sail, and thought if they 
had scrambled less they would not have done 
their work worse. Some of them helped up 
the foresail by " riding down " the halliards, 
an unseamanlike trick and very unsightly. 
One after another the sails were expanded, 
and presently the yacht was leaning under 
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better chance than this. The sea was per- 
fectly smooth, not the faintest swell dis- 
turbed the table-like surface, and yet there 
was a pleasant, merry breeze, that kept the 
water laughing and sparkling and creaming 
in tiny foamy-headed billows. 

Eight aft, to windward, was the best 
place to see the yacht. I went there ; and, 
forking my head over the rail, had the whole 
picture in my eye. The sun was veering to 
the westward, but its light, as we were 
steering at that time, was still to windward, 
and the yacht's metal sheathing caught it, 
and gave back a red haze, like that of dull 
gold. Along this rich surface the water was 
flying in a thin line of foam, and the 
ripping of the stem sounded like the crunch 
of feet upon rotten leaves. From the in- 
clined, beautifully -moulded side of the vessel 
the shrouds ruled the sky like bars of iron. 
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and cast jet-black tracings upon the cotton- 
white decks. The great spaces of canvas 
filled the air overhead, and it was a delight 
to look up at the leaning, bright-yellow 
masts, and mark the superb set and cut of 
the sails and the prodigious number of cloths 
under which the Lady Maud was sweeping 
through the calm water. It was a glorious 
picture, and I have it very clearly before 
me at this minute — the shapely fabric of 
white decks and gold-bright sides; the 
gleaming masts lifting their broad folds to 
the sky; the whirling snow of the wake 
eddying out upon the blue water from under 
the stem ; the beautiful placid sea stretching 
for leagues ahead, and the land growing 
smaller and hazier upon our starboard beam 
and quarter. 

Whilst I stood admiring, Miss Tuke left 
her seat, and first of all she talked to the 
big mastiffs, and then came a little further 
aft and took a glance aloft, and then ap- 
proached the binnacle and peeped at the 



portrait taken at that moment, the picture 
would have been a fine one, with the sea and 
the huge main-boom for a background and 
the deck for a platform, and old Purchase to 
help out the marine accessories, with his 
strawberry-coloured nose and both great 
hands with fingers like bunches of carrots 
holding on to the wheel, and his small eyes 
squinting aloft. 

"You can see the yacht going through 
the water, if you'll come here," said 1 to her. 

She came at once, and I think she had 
a treat. I spoke to her, but she did not 
answer me. The sweeping water, the sen- 
sation of Jlying induced by the almost 
noiseless and quite level passage over the 
clear sea, the beautiful eflfect of the brass- 
like copper against the foam, and the ocean 
of white canvas against the deep-blue sky, 
acted upon her like a spell. At last she 
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looked around, and said, ''If I had been 
bom a man, I should be a sailor/' 

A singular noise in Purchase's throat 
made me fix my eyes sternly on him ; but 
the old chap's face was quite wooden, and 
his gaze riveted upon the weather leech 
of the fore-topsail, for all the square canvas 
was upon the vessel now. 

" You must not suppose," said I, " that 
this sort of thing is like going to sea as a 
sailor." 

" Is a sailor's life really so hard as people 
say it is ? " she asked, earnestly looking at 
mc with her intelligent, singulaily clear, and 
winning eyes. 

''Yes — ^that is, the life of a merchant 
sailor — and harder, because the people who 
say it is hard know very little about it. 
The people who know it is hard, I mean 
sailors themselves, do not talk. It is not 
gales of wind, nor bitter cold, nor fiery heat, 
that make it hard; not even famines and 
shipwrecks, because they are accidents, and 



^ore goes. It's the part that s hidden that 
m^es safloriiig hard — ^buUjring officers, leaky 
or over-filled shipB^ bad food, grinding work, 
broken rest, wet clothes, wretched fore- 
castles. Yon mig^t read a hundred marine 
noveb and never get at the tmtL The onlv 
way is to serve before the mast, as that fine 
fellow Dana did, sleep in a miserable bunk, 
and eat and drink with sailors. That, most 
fortunately, you can't do," said I, laughing ; 
"and why you should wish to be a man, 
merely that you might do it, makes me 
wonder." 

" Perhaps if I were a man I might have 
ditt'crent views," said she, eyeing me as if 
amused by my outbreak. " Are you still a 
sailor ? " 

" Xo." 

** How long were you a sailor ? " says 
she. 
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I told her. 

" Beg your pardon, sir," rumbled Pur- 
chase, from the wheel, " but might you have 
been a marchant or a navy man ? " 

" A merchant man," I answered. 

^' Long woyages, sir?" 

" Yes, long voyages and big ships. And 
you, I hear, are an old sailor ? " 

He smiled slowly, as if the question 
amused him. 

" Yes, I'm an old sailor," he answered, 
looking at Miss Tuke. "Fifty-three next 
birthday, and forty year out o' that at sea, 
in all sorts o' weather and in all sorts o' 
wessels, from a billyboy up." 

A sense of importance appeared to oppress 
him, and he looked away from us at the sea 
to leeward. Meanwhile the men had coiled 
the running gear away, and were grouped in 
the bows of the yacht, where they made a 
tolerable crew. Tripshore, the mate, paced 
the weather deck of the forecastle, and the 
cook with his one eye, coming up for a breath 



Sir Mordaunt had opened a newspaper, and 
was reading aloud to his wife, who lay back 
in her comfortable invalid's chair, and was 
so still that she seemed sound asleep. One 
of the mastiffs lay with his nose between his 
forelegs, and the other kept watch alongside 
of him, with his ears cocked at the passing 
water as though he should bark at it in a 
moment. The sun poured down upon us 
over our foremast-head, and I asked Miss 
Tuke if she was not afraid of her complexion, 
for she had no parasol, and the brim of her 
hat was narrow. No, she answered, she was 
not afraid, she wanted to get sunburnt. I 
should have liked to beg her to keep her 
complexion, for it was a lovely thing, and 
warn her that fair skins don't brown but 
freckle, only she was sure to know more 
about it than I. 

'' Can you realize the notion," said I, '^ that 
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you are going across the Atlantic, and 
that you will not see land for days and 
days ? " 

" No ; how should I be able to do that ? 
The longest voyage I ever made was from 
Harwich to Dartmouth in the lone" 

" Is this Lady Brookes' first cruise, do 
you know. Miss Tuke ? " 

" Positively the first. I hope it will do 
her good. Uncle Mordaunt is very anxious 
about her, and she was very unwilling 
to go." 

" Well, if she doesn't love the sea natur- 
ally, as you do, she'll never love it by trying. 
But we must keep her spirits up, and not let 
sea-sickness frighten her. Since she has 
made a beginning, she ought to persevere. I 
hope she may not find the parallels we are 
bound to too hot." 

Here Mr. Norie emerged from the cabin, 
and seeing Sir Mordaunt reading to his wife, 
came over to us. He had clapped a great 
straw hat on his head, and pointed to it 



said he, " that we are going where cotton and 
sugar flourish. Miss Take, as medico of this 
ship, give me leave to prescribe a parasol, 
whilst the sun stands high. I can feel the 
heat of these decks through my boots." 

"I am not afraid of sunstroke," she 
replied. " Look, Mr. Walton ! " she sud- 
denly cried, in a voice as clear as a bell, 
"look at that steamship yonder 1" Mr. 
Norie ran for the opera - glass. " How 
beautifully distinct she is — a toy — a tiny 
ivory carving! Is she a great ship, Mr. 
Walton ? " 

I looked and answered, "About three 
thousand tons. Does that convey any idea 
of her size ? " 

"Not the faintest idea." 

" Imagine a toy terrier alongside one of 
those mastiffs ; so would the Lady Maud 
appear alongside yonder steamer." 
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She took the glass from Norie, and had a 
long, long look. Had the surgeon not kept 
his eyes on her, I should, as she could not 
know I stared ; but two men admiring their 
hardest at once was unfair. I surrendered the 
job to Norie, and directed my eyes to the 
ship. She was an Indian or American boat, 
very long, brig-rigged, sharply defined upon 
the horizon ; but the refraction of the light 
left a sharp tremulous void between her hull 
and the water, and gave her the appearance 
of steaming through the air, with her bottom 
within a foot of the blue, marble-smooth sea. 
She was the only vessel in sight that way, 
and her solitary presence somehow made the 
ocean look more lonely than had nothing but 
the water been visible. 

We were heading about S.S.E., which 
brought the Isle of Wight almost over our 
stem. Sir Mordaunt, seeing me looking at 
the compass, dropped his paper, and 
joined me. 

"She seems to know the road, Walton, 



"'Ay, that's right, sir," answered Pur- 
chase. " This vessels a fine one to steer, sir ; 
easy in the hand as a child's perryambu- 
lator." 

It was impossible not to laugh at this 
pronunciation, and to cover my mirth I 
said, " Ay, skipper, after your old Geordie, 
eh ? nine inches of freeboard, and a tiller that 
shoves you half-way down the companion, 
and bows like a doubled-up Dutchman ! " 

Purchase moved his jaws as if he was 
gnawing upon a junk of tobacco, and by the 
way he looked at me, and the hard cock he 
gave his head, I fancied he was meditating 
a rejoinder ; but Sir Mordaunt diverted him 
by asking where he was steering the 
yacht to. 

*' Into the fairway track, sir. Running 
for the Chops as we be, there's no call to 
keep the land aboard." 
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Such a course might have been proper for 
a big ship, but with a blue sky overhead, 
and a pleasant breeze over the quarter, a 
vessel like the Lady Maud did not want a 
twenty-mile oflSng. Besides, it seemed a 
pity to sink the pretty coast, which we could 
have kept in sight until abreast of Wey- 
mouth, picked up again at the Start, and 
kept as far as the Lizard. However, it 
might be that old Purchase was not sure of 
his lights and bearings in these parts, and 
if so he was wise to keep the open sea about 
him, for he had only to steer west when he 
hit the fairway, and he was sure not to miss 
the North Atlantic. 

"What regulations will you have, Sir 
Mordaunt ? " I asked. " Of course the crew 
will be divided into watches." 

" I leave everything to Purchase," said he. 

" I shall muster the men in the first dog- 

* 

watch," said Purchase, eyeing me sternly, 
as if suspecting my questions meant more 
than met his ear, " and divide them into 



" Aren't you tired of steering, Purchase ? '* 
said Sir Mordaunt. "Why not let one of 
the men relieve you ? " 

" So one of 'em shall, sir, so one of 'em 
shall, when the correct time comes," an- 
swered Purchase. "Meanwhile, as Tm 
answerable for this vessel, please, gentlemen, 
to let me give her a clear horizon afore 
another man takes my place." And he 
clung to the wheel with a very resolute and 
Briton-strike-home kind of look, and frowned 
at the fore-top-gallant sail as if his feelings 
were injured. Sir Mordaunt was visibly 
impressed. In his eyes, Purchase was a 
stout and manly tar, all of the olden time. 
For my part, now that I saw he could steer 
(which on the mere testimony of his ex- 
travagantly nautical appearance I should 
not have believed), I felt able to hope 
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that he might also know how to take 
sights. 

Though it was drawing on for four o'clock, 
the sun still bit fiercely, and I was glad to 
quit the neighbourhood of the wheel for the 
pleasant shadow of the mainsail, where sat 
the ladies and Mr. Norie, with a low table 
in the midst of them covered with cool 
drinks. The deuce is in it, thought I, if 
this touch of the sea don't hearten up Lady- 
Brookes for the cruise. The sparkling breeze 
kept the leaning spars as steady as a flag- 
post; so motionless was the surface of the 
sea, that our bowsprit end did not rise nor fall 
an inch above or below the horizon to which 
it pointed : and yet all the while the vessel 
was slipping through the water at five or 
six knots an hour. And oh the sweetness 
of the warm wind buzzing among the 
canvas like the hum of a drowsy congrega- 
tion in church I 

"The Isle of Wight grows cloud-like," 
said I, pointing astern. "But see. Miss 



were snow-covered plains. Do you know, 
Sir Mordaunt, that such a day, and such 
a ship, and such a sea should make even 
a Chinaman poetical ? " 

"Providing he was not sea -sick," said 
Lady Brookes, smiling. 

" What a pity some one doesn't invent a 
cure for sea-sickness I '' exclaimed Miss Tuke. 

" There is only one cure for it," I ob- 
served, " and I am happy to say that I am 
the discoverer of it." 

Lady Brookes looked at me. 

" Let us have it, Mr. Walton," said Norie. 
" If it's a real specific, Fll engage to make 
you one of the richest men in England." 

" The beauty of it," said I, " lies in its 
simplicity. When you feel ill, think of 
something else, and your suflferings will 



cease." 



" Pshaw I " said Norie. 
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" Oh, I am not likely to have the doctors 
with me/' I continued, " because there's 
nothing learned in the prescription, and no 
drugs are wanted. But let me tell you ^ 
story, Lady Brookes. A friend of mine 
patented a marine invention, which he had 
to carry to sea, to test and improve. He 
was a martyr to sea-sickness, and the 
absolute necessity of quitting the land for 
even a couple of hours^ tossing on shipboard 
was a hideous condition of his patent. But 
every invention has something of Franken- 
stein's giant about it, and the man who 
makes- a discovery must be prepared to have 
his brow wrung — the correct phrase, I be- 
lieve. Miss Tuke — ' When pain and anguish 
wring the brow ' " 

" Yes, yes ; ' a ministering angel, thou.' 
Fire away, Walton ! " said Sir Mordaunt, 
filling a meerschaum pipe. 

" Well, Lady Brookes, my friend went to 
sea with his discovery, and I accompanied 
him. The only vessel he could hire for the 
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quivering in his shoes as we stood looking 
at her from the pier side. I comforted him 
by saying that the heavy ground swell was 
the very thing he should desire, as he wanted 
all the motion he could get to properly test 
his patent. We embarked, and the vessel 
steamed out, and no sooner was she clear of 
the harbour than she went up and down 
like a rocking-horse. One moment you 
might have touched the water with your 



nose " 



" With your what ? " interrupted Sir 
Mordaunt. 

'*I said, with your nose, providing you 
weren't a negro, I mean. I expected, of 
course, to see my friend writhing on his 
back. But he had fixed his instrument and 
discovered that his calculations were wrong : 
the correction of the errors engrossed his 
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mind. He could think of nothing but his 
invention and his blunders, and though he 
could hardly keep his legs, he never uttered 
so much as a groan. In short, he forgot to 
he seasick. Mr. Norie, what say you to 
that, sir ? If it don't prove that sea-sick- 
ness may be stopped by compelling the 
mind to think of other things, Tm a French- 
man." 

An argument followed, and everybody 
was against me. 

" It's absurd," said Norie, "to suppose 

« 

that nausea can be checked by mental 
excitement." 

" Do you mean to tell me," I exclaimed, 
" that a cry of fire would not rout out every 
sea-sick passenger, and cure him until tlie 
fright was over ? " 

No, he would not even allow. that. 

" Then if that wouldn't cure him," said I, 
" death itself wouldn't." 

"You'll have to improve on your dis- 
covery, Walton, if Norie is to make you a 



liis wife, rather pettishly. " I am quite 
prepared to keep my cabin until we get 
home again." 

" No, no ; we must overhaul some excite- 
ments to bring you on deck, and cure you 
long before we return," said I. " Til warrant 
my prescription, only, of course, I must 
have the physic." 

" But you said just now, Mr. Walton, that 
we do not want to meet with any adven- 
tures," observed Miss Tuke, slyly. 

" Nor do we," exclaimed Sir Mordaunt, 
emphatically. "Let us keep the object of 
this cruise steadily in mind, and pray that 
it may be happily attained." 

His earnestness made us all serious, and 
I was pleased to see his wife glance at him 
rather gratefully. 
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CHAPTER III. 

Ix this manner the afternoon passed, the 
sun crept over to our starboard beam, but 
shortly after four o'clock the schooner's helm 
was shifted, and the vessel brought to a 
course west by magnetic compass ; and then 
the sun was over our port bow, and the sea 
under its blinding light an ocean of flashing 
gold down to the very stem of the yacht. 

Tripshore, the mate, was at the wheel 
now. He was a plain, pale, sandy-haired 
man, not nearly so marine-looking as old 
Purchase so far as clothes and complexion 
went, yet he had the appearance of a better 
seaman than the other ; and I admired him 
for that, as he stood airily holding on to the 
spokes, with his head floating on his neck 



We had run the coast very nearly out of 
sight. Here and there upon the horizon, 
bearing N.N.W., were blobs of film and the 
darker shadow of the Bill of Portland. But 
though there was little to be seen that way, 
the seaward prospect was tolerably lively, 
with a number of little coasters buzzing down 
Channel like ourselves, and close together, 
and a tall old-fashioned brig, that dropped 
i I stern as though she had an anchor in tow ; 
«ind, keeping pace with us, having edged up 
from the eastward, a long, low, beautifully 
modelled wooden ship, painted black, with 
a gilt figure-head and gilt band along her 
yides, and white boats. She carried skysail 
masts, though the yards were not crossed ; 
but her royals topped a beautiful sweep and 
surface of canvas, and the white cloths 
which she lifted against the rich blue sky 
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had both the softness and brilliance of foam. 
She held her spars erect, for there was not 
weight enough in the wind to give her a 
list, and the dignity, elegance, and bland- 
ness of her appearance were absolutely 
human. It was impossible to watch her 
without thinking of some graceful, swan- 
like woman "walking in beauty." The 
trembling water gave back no image of her 
shining sails, but the shadow of her hull was 
dark in the sea under her, and defined the 
thin line of foam racing along her side like 
a cord of white wool unwinding at her stem 
and trailing far astern until it vanished amid 
the blue sparkles. 

"A full-rigged ship will always be the 
noblest example of man's handiwork," said 
Sir Mordaunt, who had been watching her 
in silence. " She is a real creation — a living 
thing — full of instinct — owing her life to 
that same breath of heaven by which we 
exist. All else is more or less mechanical 
— of the earth, earthy — and illustrates its 



and rivets. A grand building is stationary, 
it is wonderful, but it is dead. But a sail- 
ing ship I Look at that beautiful vessel ! Is 
she not sentient ? She might have been 
born of the very element she rides — her hull 
of the deep-sea rock and her sails of the 
storm-driven foam ! What think you of 
that, Walton, for real poetry ? " 

" Lovely, indeed I A heaven-seeking 
pigeon, Sir Mordaunt, with a fact under its 
wing. I often regret that so many fine 
things have been said about ships. There's 
no room left for modern imagination." 

" So much the better," piped Ada Tuke, 
" for now we shall stand a chance of getting 
plain English and the truth." 

" Don't be sarcastic, my dear," said Sir 
Mordaunt. 

" Indeed, Ada is right," quoth her lady- 
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ship. " That vessel may appear a live thing 
to you, Mordaunt, but to me she only sug- 
gests the idea of close cabins and a craving 
for dry land." 

I looked to see if she was in earnest ; 
for at that moment the ship that was 
not above half a mile to leeward of us 
was as beautiful as a dream, a symmetrical 
pearl-like . cloud against the blue — with a 
flash and tremble of foam at her forefoot 
and along her glossy side that was thrown 
out with all the effect of a cameo or a bit 
of relievo work by the pale blue water 
running up beyond her and meeting the 
azure heaven by the breadth of a hand over 
her bulwarks. One would have thought 
that the owner of such lustrous, if listless, 
eyes as Lady Brookes' must have had some 
sensibility to be stirred by that lovely sea 
piece. Perhaps had her husband not praised 
the spectacle she would not have found it so 
insipid. But it was certain she did not 
mean to be courted into liking the water or 



"Lady Brookes likes inland scenery," 
said her husband. " Agnes, you remember 
your first impression of that Kttle vaUey 
near Limoges ? Very few people, Walton, 
can admire the beautifiil in every expression 
of it. Now an object like that ship is a 
finer sight in my eyes than, for instance, the 
grandest flower-show you could walk me 
through. I don't care for flowers. I never 
could get further than telling the difference 
between a rose and a violet" And he 
wound up with some commonplaces on dis- 
similarity of taste, with benignant reference 
to his wife throughout, wanting to please 
her, and apologise for her too. 

It was time to drop the subject ; but Miss 
Tuke was hugely admiring the beautiful 
ship, that was now so close to us that we 
could see her people gazing at our yacht 
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from the quarter-deck and forecastle; and 
she began to ask me questions about the 
names of the sails, and if I could imagine 
where the vessel was bound to, and so on. 
The ship was sailing faster than we, and 
heading aloDg a course that must carry her 
across our bows. Tripshore at the wheel 
eyed her with a bothered look, and old 
Purchase gazed at her sullenly over the fore- 
castle bulwark, with his chin resting on the 
back of his great hands. Had I had com- 
mand I should -have luffed the yacht, so as 
to let the ship forge well ahead, and then 
put my helm up ; but whether because 
Tripshore would not shift the wheel without 
orders, or because Purchase did not see what 
might happen, the yacht was kept steady. 
Presently the ship was no more than three 
cables' length on our lee bow, and her great 
heights of canvas looked like a tower into 
which we were heading as neatly as we 
could steer. Very recklessly, and almost 
spitefully as I thought, the helm of the ship 




nuUHiHivro threw her ahnost athwart our 
hrtwm^ ; juid I said to myself, ** Now for a 
0\^Uij*io^^ and a week's delay at Dartmouth 
for n>pairs.*' 

Pmvhase jumped up with a roar. 

•• Whore are you coming ? " he yelled, 
toHKing his fist at a group of men who were 
looking at us over the stem of the ship with 
fold (M I arms, and grinning at us like baboons. 
•• I liinl up there, Tripshore I hard up, man ! " 

'riu\ spokes revolved like the driving- 
\S']hhA of a locomotive in Tripshore's hands, 
but for some moments we were all in con- 
fuHion, our crew dancing about and shouting 
at \\\v ship, Lady Brookes calling to her 
hunbaiid, and Norie swelling the shindy by 
bawling to me to tell him if there was 
lUiytliing he could do. Had it not been for 
Lady Hrookos' alarm, I should have laughed 
imtright, for Purchase, whilst running aft. 
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kicked a coil of rope and fell with his whole 
length handsomely, his brass-bound cap 
hopping some fathoms away from him, ex- 
posing a pate as bald as a new-bom baby s, 
and rather redder. 

We cleared the ship, and when all was 
safe, our men let fly a broadside of insults at 
her. All the answer they got was a yell of 
derisive laughter. Sir Mordaimt was in a 
towering passion. He whipped out his note- 
book, and, posting himself in a prominent 
place, went through some wild dumb show, 
with the idea of terrifying the people aboard 
the ship by letting them see he was taking 
down her name, which, by the way, was 
the Victoria of Middlesboro'. Knowing 
what an excitable race sailors are, I planted 
myself in front of the ladies, so as to hide 
the vessel from them, and fend off", so to 
speak, any nautical terms her men might 
bestow on us ; which, I flatter myself, was 
a wise precaution on my part, for I was 
afterwards privately told by Sir Mordaunt 



impressions which had been excited in his 
mind by the beautiful appearance of the 
ship. 

So far as Lady Brookes was concerned, 
the experience was an unfortunate one, for 
it made her fretful, and stopped her husband 
for the rest of the day from talking before 
her about the pleasures and beauties of the 
sea, and the agreeable prospect the cruise 
oflfered. I did my best to reassure her, but 
she would not hear me. 

^^ The sea is full of danger, Mr. Walton ; 
as a sailor, you must know that," she ex- 
claimed. 

" Not half so full of danger as the land. 
Lady Brookes. Think of the carriages and 
cabs and carts which are day after day 
running over people and into one another. 
Take a street crossing in a crowded thorough- 
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fare, wth horses prancing all about one, and 
blowing their steam into one's very ears. I 
had rather be in a gale of wind. At sea 
you have no burglars, no pickpockets, no 
intoxicated tramps, no excitements of that 
kind. All is plain sailing, with here and 
there a few waves." 

" You will never be able to convince me 
against my will," said she, with a cold smile, 
that showed I was making her angry. And 
she repeated, for the fourth or fifth time, that 
nothing but her husband's anxiety about her 
health could have prevailed upon her to take 
the voyage. 

" Well," thought I as I left her, " I hope 
we shan't have too much of this. We have 
not even hove up the Start, and yet here has 
been as much grumbling as should serve for 
a trip round the world." 

We dined at six. Up to within twenty 
jninutes of that hour we had carried the 
same steady pleasant breeze that had blown 



Miss Tuke, watching the swift race of foam 
creaming and hissing past, and sparkling in 
the sunlight in green and yellow and pale 
pink bubbles, as though, the reflection of 
some gigantic prism illuminated the snow- 
white swirl. Oh, the fresh sweetness of that 
wind shooting into the nostrils out of the 
luminous green hollows of the little seas over 
which the yacht sped, with scarce the lifting 
by an inch of her bows I 

Its inspiration was unpoetical, however, 
for it made me as hungry as a wolf. The 
first dinner-bell rang. I handed Miss Tuke 
down the companion, and a few minutes 
after fotir bells had been struck upon the 
yacht's forecastle — we kept our bells going 
as regularly as a man-of-war — we had all 
gathered round the cabin table ; all, that is, 
except Lady Brookes. 
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" She has no appetite, she says, and com- 
plains that her back aches," said Sir Mor- 
daunt, ruefully. "That abominable ship 
upset her nerves. I wish she were not so 
timid." 

" She can't do better than lie do>?ni and 
keep quiet," said Norie. " The sea air is 
strong, and she must learn to face it by 
degrees." 

" No, no, it isn't the sea air ; it was that 
confounded ship," answered Sir Mordaunt. 
"Why, even old Purchase was scared. Did 
you see him go head over heels, Walton ? " 

" I did, and thought his object was to let 
us see what a fine head of hair he has." 

." My dear sir, he's as bald as an egg,'' said 
Norie — an observation that settled the ques- 
tion of the youth's native land. 

When I think of the conclusion of our 
voyage, the interior of the cabin as we sat 
at dinner on this, the first day, rises clear 
and bright as a painted picture before me. 
It was, as I say, our first dinner^ — so far as I 
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a small fortune in equipping this yacht as a 
home for his invalid wife. Her sleeping 
berth told a story of prodigal outlay, and a 
glittering pendant to it was this dinner 
table, sparkling with silver and crystal and 
flowers. 

A plain man like myself, whose income 
is too narrow for show, though ample for 
happiness, who had passed many years (con- 
sidering my age then) in a rough . calling, 
and who had but very imperfect notions of 
the character and flavour of those high-flying 
luxuries which only very long purses indeed 
can bring down, is no doubt easily impressed. 
But I cannot be wrong in speaking of the 
luxuries and elegances with which Sir 
Mordaunt had crowded the cabins of the 
Lady Maud as examples of superb taste 
and polished hospitality. I remember, as I 
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looked around me, thinking, " Good Lord I 
imagine this schooner in a collision, and all 
these fine things going to the bottom ! " 
Taking it all round, it was a high tribute of 
a husband's love to his wife. In reality Sir 
Mordaunt was as plain a man as I in his 
tastes. Had he been going this journey 
alone, he would not have had silver on his 
table and silk and velvets in his cabins. A 
cot and a blanket would have sufficed him 
for a night's rest — a simpler bed, even, than 
would have suited me — and he would 
have enjoyed his bit of corned brisket off a 
plate of cheap china, and swigged down his 
pint of claret with all imaginable relish out 
of a twopenny tumbler. Who could look 
at his kind face, and the concern in his eyes 
as ho would give a half-glance — showing 
where his thoughts were — in the direction of 
Lady Brookes' cabin, and not heartily hope 
that the recovery of his wife's health would 
repay him for the loving trouble he had 
taken, the worry her peevish disposition and 



setting of the sun/' said I, noticing the 
gradual recovery of the swinging trays, and 
catching the softening hum of the wind 
gushing thi'ough the open skylight out of 
the mainsail with the tremors and mixed 
notes of a distant band of music. *' Listen, 
8ir Mordaunt, to the plashing of flat falls of 
water to windward. I don't like to hear 
those sounds when I'm in a hurry at sea. 
What pleases me is to look over the bows 
and see a semicircle of foam arching out on 
cither hand like the white arms of a swim- 
ming girl." 

'^ When shall we come to the place where 
the water at night looks on fire ? " asked 
Miss Tuke. 

" You'll have to wait, my dear," answered 
Sir Mordaunt. 

"Do you mev.ji the phcsphorus?" eaid 
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Norie, with an expression on his face that 
threatened natural philosophy. 

" Oh, don't call it phosphorus ! " she re- 
plied, laughing. ^' Explanations of beautiful 
effects spoil them. I like the way sailors 
speak of it," said she, looking at me, " when 
they tell you they dropped a pail over the 
side into the water, and brought it up shin- 
ing like gold in candlelight." 

" Ay, ay ; that's how Jack talks," said I. 

" No, no ; that's not poetical enough for 
Jack," exclaimed Sir Mordaunt. ^' What he 
would say is, ' Bill, d'ye know, when we 
chucked a bucket overboard, I'm blessed if 
it didn't come up like new Jamaica rum all 
afire.' " 

" Scientific authorities curiously differ 
from one another on the cause of those 
phosphorescent effects," said Norie. "In 
the voyage in search of La Perouse, they 
are ascribed to small gelatinous and trans- 
parent molecules. But others say it's the de- 
cayed spawn of fish. And some call it crabs." 



want to see it in perfection, Miss Tuke," 
said I. '^But let me tell you a phos- 
phorescent sea is not always a desirable 
thing. I was once becalmed in the latitude 
of the Andaman Islands, and at sunset the 
whole of the sea right away round the 
horizon was blood-red. It scared us all to 
see it. Half an hour after the sun was gone 
the ocean kept this awful colour, proving 
that the sun was not the cause of it ; and 
what made the scene more fearful, the sky 
in the east was a pale crimson, just as though 
the sun, like a clown in a pantomime, had 
jumped through one w^indow merely to 
pop his nose out of another. As the flush 
faded out of the sea, as the night deepened 
iu fact, the water grew bright with fire ; 
and presently we were afloat upon a surface 
of flame — how shall I describe it ? — an ocean 
of red-hot glass. But oh the barometer 1 It 
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had sunk an inch and a quarter in two 
hours ! and sure enough, before ten o'clock 
had been struck, our ship was on her beam 
ends, with the water up to the main-hatch, 
nearly levelled by as furious a cyclone as 
ever struck a vessel." 

" I am glad Lady Brookes doesn't hear 
you, Walton," said Sir Mordaunt. "After 
that yam, every flash of phosphorus would 
distress her as a portent." 

" But why," said I, "do you discourage 
Miss Tuke by telling her she'll have to wait 
some time before seeing those luminous 
effects ? I have beheld this very water 
through which we are now spinning brilliant 
with green lights." 

"Ay, but you don't find these northern 
waters flash as the sea does in the tropics," 
responded Sir Mordaunt. " What my niece 
has in her mind is a kind of oceanic snap- 
dragon — a mighty surface of wavy blue or 
green fire — a very devil's bowl, with sharks 
instead of plums swimming about in it" 



" Wouldn't you prefer an earthquake ? " 
asked Norie, gravely. " They're plentiful in 
Jamaica, and I dare say Sir Mordaunt 
wouldn't mind cruising about Portland Bay 
or to the north of Morant Point until one 
happened. They say it's a most impressive 
sight to see a negro village sliding down a 
mountain's side." 

I couldn't stand the fellow's sober face, 
but laughed out, leaning back in my chair 
and wiping my eyes until I was ashamed of 
myself. 

"Why, Mr. Walton,'' said he, ''perhaps 
you don't believe that an earthquake will 
dislodge a whole town, and send it rattling 
down a hill ? " 

" Oh dear, yes ! I was laughing at the 
image presented to my mind of a crowd of 
negroes chasing a hill that was running off 
with their houses," I replied, meetiog Miss 
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Tuke's eyes, and nearly bursting out again. 
" I know what negroes are, Mr. Norie, and 
the noises they make when in pain or 
alarmed. But we ought to be able to 
manage without earthquakes." 

" Besides, Mr. Norie, an earthquake is a 
landsman's diversion," said Miss Tuke, con- 
temptuously emphasising the word I have 
underlined. " We, you know, are sailors, 
and have nothing to do with what goes on 
ashore." 

1 wish I could express the mingloi sauci- 
ness and seriousness of her manner. Sir 
Mordaunt surveyed her with a fatherly eye 
of pride and affection. The angle of the 
deck brought the skylight overhead into the 
focus of the rays of the setting sun, and the 
warm red light was caught by the looking- 
glasses on the port side of the cabin and 
flung in a whole veil of radiance — soft as 
the illumination of a stained glass window — 
upon that part of the cabin where the girl 
was sitting, and filled her hair with sparks, 



against the cabin wall that lay in shadow 
beyond her. I am unable to describe her 
dress, as I have no memory for such things, 
but I remember that she wore a thick plait 
on her head, that might very well have 
passed for a gold crown, so lustrous was het 
hair, and that she had a cloudy gauze-like 
frill — however it may be called — round the 
collar of her dress, and no jewellery, except 
a thin watch-chain round her neck, not 
even a finger ring. 

Presently she left the table to go to her 
aunt. The steward put a box of cigars 
upon the table, real Havannah tobacco, as 
I speedily discovered. It seemed almost a 
profanation to smoke in such a cabin, and 
I wondered how Lady Brookes would relish 
our easy manners if the fumes reached her 
berth. Sir Mordaunt, filling a great meer- 
schaum pipe, flung himself along the lee 
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lockers and made a pillow of his arms ; and 
Norie sat pulling swiftly at his cigar, as 
though the sooner he made an end the 
better he should be pleased. 

There was not the faintest motion in the 
vessel. She was, indeed, stiU leaning under 
the fresh draught of air, but the swinging 
trays hung over the table without oscilla- 
tion. The cabin was resonant with the 
humming of the wind up aloft, and by 
listening I could hear the noise of the rend- 
ing of the smooth water by the stem of the 
yacht, and the hissing of the bow wave 
breaking into foam abreast of the gangway. 

"It should take a deal of this to tire a 
man," said I. 

" You mean a man who likes it," replied 
Sir Mordaunt. " But, Lord bless me, 
Walton, there's a deal of cant in yachting. 
I know owners of yachts — fine vessels, too 
— who after lying a fortnight in one harbour 
will creep away on a smooth fine morning 
to another harbour a few leagues distant, 



trips from the Isle of Wight. After spend- 
ing a month at Cowes, the owner of the 
vessel — who you may be sure is a mighty 
nautical fellow in his brass buttons and 
naval cap — orders the anchor to be got up, 
and away they go for Weymouth. They 
stop at Weymouth a fortnight. Their next 
voyage shall be to Teignmouth. Here three 
weeks are consumed in sitting under an 
awning and fishing over the side. Torquay 
is not very far off, and so our friend goes to 
Torquay, and there he stops until it is time 
to lay the vessel up. I once asked a friend 
of mine who did this sort of thing regularly 
— who kept a large yacht, but hated the sea 
as cordially as my wife does — why he went 
to the expense of a small fortune a month 
in making water excursions which he ab- 
horred, when he could visit all the principal 
seaboard places by rail for the cost of his 
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men's wages for one week. ' Pooh, pooh ! ' 
said he, * you're always sneering.' But I 
meant no sarcasm." 

" Your niece would shame some of those 
fellows. Sir Mordaunt," said Norie. "I 
think she would like to be on the water all 
the year round." 

" Her father was a sailor — that may 
account for her taste." 

I asked if her father were living. 

" No, he died — why, it must be now over 
twelve years since — off the west coast of 
Africa, where he was then commanding a 
small vessel of war. What a fine, handsome 
man he was I — a real heart of oak ! Why, I 
see him, Walton, as I see you, his brown 
face and bright blue eyes, and hair like a 
lion's mane tossed upon his forehead I " He 
blew out a great cloud of tobacco smoke, 
and lay behind it, silent, musing, and pensive. 

" And Mrs. Tuke ? " I asked. 

** Dead, too, Walton — dead too. She was 
my only sister, and I felt her loss terribly. 



account for her death, her body was ex- 
amined, and her heart found ruptured. 
What think you of that, Norie ? " 

"It admits of a physiological explana- 
tion," replied Norie, putting down his cigar, 
half smoked out. 

"Ay, of course,'* said Sir Mordaunt, 
choking off the science that was threatened. 
" But what an illustration is it of woman's 
love ! " 

"I should say your niece inherits her 
parents' fine qualities," I exclaimed. 

" She does. She is brave and good and 
warm-hearted, and it is most fortunate that 
my wife thought of asking her to Join us. 
You see," looking at Norie, " it is unavoid- 
able that Lady Brookes should not always 
be able to preserve that gentleness of temper 
which was one of her delightful qualities 
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clown to the time when her health gave way. 
It was necessary that she should have a 
companion — one of her own sex, I mean — 
a friend and equal, to read to her, and talk, 
and be with her. Ada fits the post to a 
hair, and I'm glad she promises to. thoroughly 
enjoy the run. Shall we go and see what's 
doing on deck ? " 

We climbed the companion steps and 
emerged into a glorious crimson evening. 
It was half-past seven by the clock under 
the skylight ; the sun was a vast, magnifi- 
cent, rayless globe, throbbing, and still of 
a most dazzling glory, poised over the flash- 
ing sea in the west ; and all away in the 
south the water was crisp with the breaking 
heads of the little seas. The Lady Maud 
was sailing very fast, as any one might have 
told by following the narrow milk-white 
wake to where it vanished in the far, dark- 
blue distance astern. The wind was extra- 
ordinarily rich to the taste, and blew as 
warm as a woman's breath in the face. It 



coiled down near the after grating. There 
were smacks and bigger vessels scattered 
about — the dark brown canvas of the former 
as red as blood in that light — standing down 
Channel ; and broad upon the weather bow 
was a yacht apparently steering for the Isle 
of Wight — an immensely lofty vessel, cutter 
rigged, with the squarest mainsail I ever saw 
— indeed, the gaff was very nearly as long 
as the boom — and a long, nari'ow, racing 
hull, so slender that it was wonderful to see 
such a mighty volume of canvas supported 
by it. Her lee rail was very nearly level 
with the foam, and the water all around her 
and astern was white with her rushing, as 
though she were in the midst of breakers. 

" There's one of those vessels which are 
pleasanter to watch than to be aboard of," 
said Sir Mordaunt, drily. 
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Beautiful she certainly looked when we 
got a windward view of her, showing so 
much yellow metal that you might have 
sworn her hull was made of brass. But 
what pleasure people can find in holding on 
to the weather rail of a deck that slopes up 
and down like the side of a wall, in carrying 
on until the lee bulwarks are under water, 
with a fine prospect of turning turtle if any- 
thing jams when the order is given to let 
go, I cannot imagine. 

Just before eight o'clock Purchase called 
the crew aft, and divided them into watches. 
He read out their names, and the men 
stepped on one side or the other according 
to the watch they were put into. Sir 
Mordaunt stood near the skylight, smoking 
his pipe, and was evidently much impressed 
by Purchase's square nautical figure and 
deep sea- voice, and the peremptory gestures 
of his head as he sung out the names. The 
men looked a very respectable company as 
they stood in a crowd near the gangway. 
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whiskers, and showed their throats like men- 
of-war's men. When Purchase had gone 
through the names, he cleared his pipes, 
took a squint astern to see if Sir Mordaunt 
was listening, and spoke out as follows : — 
" Now, my lads, here we are bound to the 
West Hindies, with a beautiful vessel under 
our feet, and an A 1 gent as our boss. 
The voyage, as you all know, is undertaken 
for the cure of her ledship's health, and may 
the Lord keep his eye upon this hooker for 
that reason." Here he gave another squint 
astern to see if Sir Mordaunt was still listen- 
ing, and then walked a few paces to leeward 
and spat over the rail into the water, after 
which he came back. " Men, we all know 
one another, and that's a good job. We're 
not aboard a coalman. I don't say it'll be 
all nothen to do but to sit down and be 
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blowed along, unless we runs short of holy- 
stone, and lose pride in this here lovely 
whiteness and brightness," pointing to the 
decks and to a brass binnacle just before the 
foremost skylight. " But it ain't colliering, 
mates. No caulking wanted here, boys, and 
the clews, ye see, fit the yard-arms," looking 
aloft ; " and the gear don't want greasin', nor 
the duff washin' to get the coal dust out of 
it. So, mates, as we're bound to be com- 
fortable, give three cheers — one for Sir Mor- 
daunt, t'other for her ledship, and one for 
the vessel. Take your time from me 1 " 

The men were on the broad grin aU the 
time the old fool harangued them, but they 
cheered as they were told, and heartily 
enough ; yet the whole thing to me was a?^ 
loose and unsailorly as a scene in a play — 
what with the spotless white decks, never to 
be met in that perfection in any other craft 
than a yacht, and the flowing rig of the 
men, and old Purchase in his brass-bound 
cap. All that was wanted, when the skipper 



that Sir Mordaunt did not see how theatrical 
and unshipshape was this bit of sailorising 
in his skii)per ; but, instead of looking at it 
as I did, he was pleased and gratified by the 
cheering. 

"A most characteristic speech, was it 
not ? " said he, as Purchase went forward in 
the tail of the men. "Just what a hardy- 
old salt would say. I wish Lady Brookes 
had been on deck, and seen the men grouped 
in front of the old chap." 

The evening was gathering fast, and the 
moon in the south grew brilliant as the red 
flush in the west faded. I lounged about 
the deck with Sir Mordaunt, and he then 
went below to his wife. It was the best 
hour 'of the day, cool with dew and the 
blowing of the wind ; the moon flashed up 
the sea in silver under her, and in the east 
the stars were shining like riding-lights 
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down to the horizon. There were three or 
four men in the bows of the yacht, and their 
voices came aft in a faint gruff murmur ; but 
from that point to where I stood, near the 
after skylight, the deck was deserted, and 
beautiful the sight was of that deck, as 
white as paper in the moonlight, with the 
shadows of the shrouds ruled in thin but 
deeply-black lines upon it and upon the 
white hollows of the gaff foresail and main- 
sail, which gleamed — to compare a big thing 
with a little thing — ^like the inside of an 
oyster shell, a pearly surface shot with faint 
shadow ; while swelling above these spacious 
concavities the topsail aft, and the staysail 
between, and the square canvas forward, 
topped by the little beautifully-cut top- 
gallant sail, looked as vague as puffs of 
steam under the stars. 

Observing somebody to leeward, gazing 
at the sea under the main boom, I peered at 
him, and presently made out that it waiS 
Tripshore, the mate. 



to slacken away to nothing," he answered, 
stepping back a pace and casting his eyes 
aloft. 

" Where should we be about now, think 
you, Mr. Tripshore ? " said 1. 

" Well, as I reckon, we should be coming 
on to. Portland High Light presently," he 
replied, pointing away out on the lee bow. 

"Why on earth does the skipper take 
this wide offing ? " I asked. " I should have 
imagined that, as an old coalman, he would 
have been glad to keep the land in sight as 
long as ever he could. Is this your first 
trip with him ? " 

" Ay, sir ; I never set eyes on him 
before/' 

" What are your experiences as a sailor ? " 

"Why, IVe been yachting for the last 
three years; but all my time before was 
spent in big ships." 



THE "LADY MAUD.'* 87 

" And what sort of a crew have you got 
together, Mr. Tripshore ? Pretty good men, 
eh?" 

"Well, it's like this, sir: they're just 
about the average kind of yacht's crews — 
a mixture ; a few smart sailors, several 
middling ones, and several bad ones, I 
should say — sogers, sir ; but taking 'em all 
round, I reckon they'll do." 

I stood talking to him for some time, for 
his manner of speech brought up old days in 
my mind. It was like being at sea again 
in the old hookers I sailed in to hear him. 
I was sure he was a better man than Pur- 
chase, and thought it would have been a 
good job had he got the command instead of 
the other. 

Gradually, as we stood conversing, the 
vessel lost her list, and the sharp shaling of 
the water to leeward subsided, and now and 
again the main boom swung in. To leeward 
of us, about half a mile ahead, and showing 
about three points over the starboard bow, 



kind. 1 was examining her through a 
Tiight-glasH, and picturing her little cabin 
and the men asleep on the shelves, and 
lotting my fancy run loose on her, when 
a pretty voice at my ear said, "The wind 
is dying away, Mr. Walton. What a 
pity I " 

It was Miss Tuke, and alongside of her 
was one of the big mastiffs, with its back on 
a level with her hand. 

" I am glad you have come on deck," said 
J ; '*for you would be missing a lovely 
night by stopping below. There will be no 
wind at all soon. But what should that 
matter ? We are not timed, and the longer 
we can keep Lady Brookes at sea the stronger 
her health will grow. Is she coming on 
deck ? " 

" No, she is in bed,'' she answered, *' and 
Uncle Mordaunt is reading her to sleep. 
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What a good husband he is 1 Did you evef 
try to read anybody to sleep ? " 

"Never. But I fancy I could do it, 
though ; and more quickly than most 
people." 

" It's very heartless work," said she. 
"When one reads aloud one likes to be 
admired for good delivery, or one wants the 
book to be admired. But to read in order 
to make a listener sleepy is a real hardship. 
It must be like steering the phantom ship I 
have read about, that is always trying to 
double the Cape — tiresome work, Mr. Walton, 
and nothing to be gained even if the Cape 
should be doubled." 

" I should wonder at your simile if Sir 
Mordaunt hadn't told me you were a sailor's 
daughter," said I. 

" Yes, my dear father was a sailor," sh6 
answered, in a low, sweet voice. " If I had 
been a man, I am sure I should have been a 
sailor. It is a hard life, no doubt, as you 
said ; but there is no nobler and more manly 
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gave me the glass and went to the compass, 
and as she peered into it the haze of the 
lamp sparkled in her hair, and her face 
looked like a piece of exquisitely-sculptured 
marble. 

" Weren't you in the merchant service ? " 
she asked, coming back to me, 

I told her yes. 

" Isn't the Royal Navy better ? " said she. 

" No doubt," I answered." 

"I don't believe you think so, though," 
said she, laughing. 

'^ The merchant service turns out finer 
seamen, because in the merchant service a 
man goes through a training he never gets in 
the navy," said I. " The life is harder, the 
experiences always of a practical kind, and 
there is no playing at sailor as there is in 
the navy. But the navy man has the better 
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social position ; all the sea songs which are 
made are about him ; he puts state money 
into his purse, wears a uniform, and his ship 
is always clean." 

" Yes, and how beautiful his ships are, 
too ! " she cried. 

" How many years ago are you speaking 
of, Miss Tuke ? " 

" I suppose I must say when I was a little 
girl; for then it was that I saw a frigate 
called the ImpSrieuse. If I knew your sea 
terms I could describe her. I can see her 
now, resting like a swan upon the water, 
with a broad white belt painted along her, 
dotted with cannons, and majestic masts, 
and crowds of white-frocked sailors upon her 
decks, and red-coated sentries at her side. 
If I were a man, what would I give to com- 
mand such a ship ! " 

" Oh, you are speaking of the age of 
wood : we are now in the age of tanks. I 
remember the ImpSrieuse; I saw her in 
China, in the Bay of Pechili, and alongside 
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meir like again lor every picturesque quality 
that made the 50 -gun frigate the loveliest 
object in the world." 

Here Norie forked his body through the 
companion : he stood sniffing and looking 
around him, and presently spied us under 
the main boom. 

'* Surely this can't be the sea I " he ex- 
claimed. " Where are the waves ? Why, 
it's like Windermere, or an Irish lake." 

" You cannot have waves without wind," 
answered Miss Tuke, ''and you see, Mr. 
Norie, there is no wind ; " and as she said 
this the foresail flapped heavily, and the 
main boom swung in almost amidships, and 
forced us to quit that part of the deck. 

" But there's no swell," pursued the doctor. 
" Do you notice. Miss Tuke, that the vessel 
doesn't heave in the smallest degree ? " 

This was true enough. The water was 
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indeed extraordinarily smooth, and had 
been so all day, but never so noticeable for 
that as now, owing to the burnishing of it by 
the moonlight, and the failing of the wind, 
and the reposeful shadow that girdled it. 
Even the light canvas was giving an occa- 
sional flap as the expiring draughts of air 
came and went, but these were the only 
sounds aboard the schooner. The fellows had 
come out of the bows, and but one man stood 
there now ; the rudder-head never stirred, 
and the wheel- chains were as quiet as the 
backstays ; there was not an atom of motion 
in the hull to strain a timber or to cause the 
faintest jar. We stood for some time with- 
out speaking, and wondering at the silence, 
which the darkness in the north, and the 
flood of brilliant silver in the south, and the 
beautiful stars burning brightly upon the 
sea-line, and the ebony surface upon which 
our vessel hung, made mysterious enough to 
subdue the feelings ; when suddenly we 
heard the sound of a concertina, and a male 



**' Hush ! " whispered Miss Tuke, lifting 
her hand. 

We listened. 

" * Tom Bowline/ as I'm a man 1 " cried I. 

' Fancy a fisherman singing ' Tom Bowline ' ! 

How the rascal warbles 1 ' Faithful be — ^low 

he d — d — did his du — oo — ty I ' Ah I what 

a lovely old song is that I " 

" You can t hear the words, surely ? " ex- 
claimed Norie, straining his ears. 

" No ; but don't I know them, doctor ? 
' And now he's gone aloft 1 ' Methiuks I 
behold the spirit of the old tar listening. 
Do you see him, Miss Tuke — with your 
mind's eye, I mean — finely silvered over by 
this moonlight, his pigtail upon his back, 
and a junk of tobacco standing high in his 
bronzed cheek ? Imagine if this sea — this 
very identical piece of water we are looking 
at — could give up its dead ! What a won- 
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derful variety of costumes ! Eomans who were 
tossed overboard from old Caesar's galleys ; 
Vikings who had been blown through 
the Straits of Dover, and foundered in sight 
of fleering native Britons ; Armada Spaniards ; 
De Euyter's Dutchmen ; Yankee privateers- 
men ! Heavens ! what an array of doublets, 
ruffs, peaked beards, steeple-crowned hats, 
horse-pistols, piratical boots, and swaggering 
figures d la Paul Jones ! " 

" Upon my honour, Mr. Walton, it's 
enough to make a man afraid to look over 
the side," said Norie. 

" The music has stopped I " exclaimed 
Miss Tuke. " How soft and yet how clear 
the tune was ! " 

** No thanks to the man, who. Til wager, 
has a hoarse pipe, nor to his concertina, an 
odious instrument even when well played," 
Baid I ; " but to this beautifully polished sur-^ 
face of water, which sweetens the sounds 
that glide along it, and to the distance that 
lends enchantment. Figure some noble 



water can make a smacksman^s song a sweet 
sound, think, oh, think of a great artist send- 
ing his rich flute-like notes rolling across 
that breathless surface 1 Why, Mr. Norie, 
every fish with ears to hear would float up 
out of the black depths to hearken, and cod 
and turbot and soles, ay, and the brown 
dab and the silver sprat and the green crab, 
might be had without the bother of shooting 
a trawl I " 

" Forward, ' there ! " sung out Tripshore, 
who had been pacing the deck abreast of the 
gangway ; " lay aft some hands, and get a 
drag upon the lee fore-braces I " 

The fellow on the look-out echoed the 
order, and in a few moments several dark 
figures came along, coils of rigging were 
flung down, and the yards were braced up. 
The noise brought Sir Mordaunt out of the 
cabin. 
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'' HiUo, Walton ! " he caUed out. '' Haa 
the wind all gone ? Why, just now we had 
a stiff breeze." 

" All but gone, Sir Mordaunt.'' 

" Is that you, Mr. Tripshore ? " 

" Yes, sir." 

" What are you doing ? " 

" Trimming sail, sir. The draught's 
drawed ahead ; but it'll be failing us alto- 
gether presently." 

"We're booked for what the Spaniards 
call a furious calm," said L 

It was, however, the right sort of weather 
to make one's self comfortable in. Chairs 
were brought, the steward placed decanters 
and glasses upon the skylight, and there 
we sat in the moonshine, which was now 
so brilliant that I could have read a book 
by it. 

I inquired after Lady Brookes. She was 
asleep. " And the best thing, too, for her," 
said None. 

" And sleeping very soundly, Norie," said 
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in the very easy chair that had been placed 
for me, watching the smoke of my cigar, blue 
as steel in the moonlight, go up straight out 
of my mouth. But though there was no air 
to be felt on deck, the light canvas was 
faintly drawing aloft, and the occasional 
sobbing of water under our counter was a 
sure indication, upon that perfectly smooth 
surface at all events, that the yacht had 
steerage way. 

We were in the midst of a mild argument, 
the subject of which had been started by 
Norie. Presently I noticed Tripshore, who 
was stumping the port side of the deck as 
regularly as a sentinel in front of his box, 
suddenly stop, and peer at the sea over the 
weather bow, sheltering his eyes with his 
hand from the moonlight. After a bit he 
went aft, and spoke to the fellow at the 
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wheel, and then he returned and stood, 
sheltering his eyes and staring. 

" I fancy Tripshore has sighted something 
worth looking at, to judge by the attention 
he is giving it," said I, unwilling to be the 
first to address the man. 

Sir Mordaunt broke off in what he was 
saying, and called out, " What do you see, 
Mr. Tripshore ? " 

'* Why, sir, what looks to me uncommonly 
like a ship's boat adrift," he answered, point- 
ing in the direction into which he had been 
staring. 

We left our chairs and went to the side, 
where we stood peering and peering. 

" I see it, uncle 1 " exclaimed Miss Tuke. 
*' Look at the big star there, like a lantern 
over the sea : the object is exactly under it." 

" In the very wake of its light," said I, 
and I went for the night-glass. 

" Isn't it a boat, sir ? " asked Tripshore. 

" Certainly," I answered, after a prolonged 
squint ; " but I don't see anybody in her." 



" Can't we edge down to her, somehow, 
Tripshore ? " said Sir Mordaunt. " I should 
like to have a close look at her." 

" Tm afeard there's not much edging to 
be done, sir/' responded Tripshore, grinning, 
and casting his eyes round the sea. The 
breathlessness of the calm that had fallen 
could be seen in the water under the moon, 
where the magnificent flashing silver reflection 
was as motionless as a surface of illuminated 
looking-glass. And yet, wonderful to relate, 
on looking over the side, I saw that the 
schooner was still obeying the impulse of 
some very phantom of a draught of air over- 
head, for there were bubbles crawling by, and 
ripples as fine as the wires of a pianoforte 
breaking from her stem, and resembling silver 
threads upon the dark water as they came 
aft within the sphere of the moon's reflection. 
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" You might shove her up a little, do 
you know, Mr. Tripshore/' said I. "She 
ought to bear it. Here we are, moving 
without wind, which proves that the Lady 
Maud is bound to go, no matter how you 
head her." 

He immediately told the man who was 
steering to starboard the helm. That the 
vessel was moving was shown by her creep- 
ing round so as to bring the moon on the 
port bow. 

" Why, Sir Mordaunt," I exclaimed, 
" you've got a wonderful ship here 1 Of 
course there is a current of air aloft, but 
would any man believe that a yacht of this 
tonnage will answer her helm on such a sea 
as this ? " 

" The helmsman steered, the ship moved on. 
Yet never a breeze up blew," 

chanted Miss Tuke, melodiously, at my 
elbow, 

" Don't go on with those rhymes, or youll 
come to dead men, Ada/' said the baronet. 
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Avas ahead just now — ^but favouring it must 
be, if it's anywheres about at all. Yet 
there's no use worriting the men by box- 
hauling them yards about, sir," said he, 
looking at me. *^ If our anchor was over, 
I should reckon some big fish had got hold 
of it, and was showing us the way down 
Channel." 

" Quarter-deck, there 1 " bawled the man 
on the look-out in the bows. " There's a 
boat away out yonder ahead of us I " 

" What are ye hoUerin' about ? " growled 
Tripshore. "We've been watching of it 
this half-hour. Why didn't you report it 
before ? " 

" 'Cos I didn't see it," answered the man. 

"Yachtsmen are like new-bom puppies 
when they get upon the sea — ^blind for 
several days," rumbled Tripshore in his 
gizzard, looking at me. 
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A quarter of an hour passed, by which 
time the boat was about a third of a mile 
distant. But the yacht had now come to a 
dead stand. I threw the end of my cigar 
overboard, and watched it, but it did not 
shift its position by a hair's breadth. A 
wonderful calm, truly ! Often afterwards I 
recalled that picture — the sea like ebony in 
the east, but gloriously radiant in the south ; 
nothing in sight but the little boat and the 
smack on the starboard beam, looking like a 
fold of gray mist upon the dark water ; the 
sky black as ink on the skirts of the haze 
which floated around the small, brilliant, 
yellow moon, and all up aloft as silent as 
the grave. 

"Heaven have mercy 1 what's that?" 
Pooh 1 only the cold snout of one of Sir Mor- 
daunt's great dogs upon the palm of my hand* 

" Why, Walton, man, what a shout 1 Do 
you know, you have made me drop my 
cigar,'' exclaimed Sir Mordaunt ; and he 
stooped and groped about the deck. 



nose was really too great a trial ; " and I 
shook my fist at the splendid brute, who 
contemplated me with a languishing eye, 
and half a fathom of tongue hanging out 
of his jaws, as if he were trying to bdt 
the ensign. JVIiss Tuke was shaking with 
laughter. I believe she had shoved the 
dog's head against my hand. 

'^That boat bothers me," said Sir Mor- 
daunt, looking at it through the night-glaas. 
^' Now that we have neared her, she seems 
more like a wherry than a ship's boat." 

" I wonder Johnny Fisherman hasn't 
sighted her," said I. '* But be she what she 
will, it must take us all night to come up 
with her, if there's to be no more wind than 
what we have now. So, Sir Mordaunt, if 
you like to order me away in one of your 
boats, I shall be happy to overhaul the little 
derelict, and give you a report upon her." 
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'^ A good idea, Walton ; but why -should 
you have the trouble of going ? Tripshore 
there " 

" No, no ; 111 go." 

On this the necessary orders were given, 
the watch came aft, and presently I was in 
the stern-sheets of one of our smaller boats, 
rowed by a couple of men, and heading for 
the source of our puzzlement. 

"Do you see the phosphorus now. Miss 
Tuke ? " I shouted, as we shoved off, calling 
to her as she stood, with her uncle and 
Norie, watching us from the yacht's side. 
Every dip of the oars flashed the water up 
in fire, and whole clouds of the green 
radiance revolved in the wake of the boat. 
I looked at the yacht when some distance 
from her, and heartily wished Miss Tuke 
had been with me, to see the beautiful 
moonlight picture. The vessel was more 
like a phantom than a real thing ; her sails 
pale and visionary, the water under her as 
black as ebony, and reflecting like wan and 



beams. 

It took us about ten minutes to reach the 
boat, but it was not until we were quite 
close that I could see that no ship had ever 
owned her. She was indeed a pleasure 
boat, painted a light blue : the head of her 
mast, that had been unstepped, projected 
over the bow, and the clew of her lug trailed 
in the water over her side. The men threw 
their oars in ; we glided alongside and 
grasped the gunwale. 

"Just as might ha' been sworn!" said 
one of my fellows. *^ Here's a dead man in 
her." 

I stood up and looked into the boat. 
The first object my eye rested upon was the 
figure of a man lying at full length upon his 
breast, with his face hidden in his arms. 
The mast was along the thwarts, but a 
portion of the sail was in the bottom of the 
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boat, and the man lay upon the canvas. 
There were a couple of oars, with their 
blades projecting over the stem, and I im- 
mediately noticed a bundle of man's clothes 
— trousers, coat, waistcoat, shirt, hat, and 
boots, a complete rig-out — in the stem- 
sheets. I jumped into the boat, followed by 
one of the men. 

. *^ Is he dead, think you, sir ? " 
*^ Help me to turn him over — gently." 
As we raised him he moaned, then gave 
a deep grunt, and immediately afterwards 
uttered a loud, prolonged shriek, and sprang 
to his feet with such frantic energy that the 
boat was all but capsized by him, and I had 
to grasp his collar to save him from falling 
overboard. 

'* Where am I ? " he shouted, staring about 
him in the wildest manner, and then peering 
into my face, " Oh, my good God I '' he 
groaned, "my brother's drowned, and I've 
been drifting about in this boat since seven 
o'clock this moming, if to-day's Thursday ; " 
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" Here/' said I to the yachtsmen, " hitch 
the end of this painter to your aftermost 
thwart, and tow us to the schooner. Bear a 
hand, men, as Tm afraid this poor fellow is 
starving." 

Saying which, I put my hand upon the 
young man's shoulder, and in a manner 
obliged him to sit down. So far as I could 
read his face by the moonlight, he looked 
about five or six and twenty years old. 
He was dressed in a light tweed suit, and a 
small telescope was slung at his back. He 
was as white as a corpse, and shivered and 
shuddered incessantly, even to the extent of 
his teeth chattering ; quite dazed, too, and 
staring at one moment at me, and then at 
the boat ahead, and then up at the moon, 
and around the sea, with an air of stupefac- 
tion that was like madness, until his eyes 
fell upon the clothes in the stem-sheets, 
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whereupon he would moan as though suflfer- 
ing an agony of pain, and twist and turn 
about in such a fashion that I was obliged to 
keep my hand ready to collar him, lest he 
should writhe himself overboard. I asked 
him one or two questions; but beyond 
learning that his boat had been blown out 
to sea from Weymouth, and that his brother, 
who had been his companion, was drowned, 
I could get no information from him. He 
was as muddy and confused as a man in 
liquor, and could only stare and groan and 
topple about in his misery. 

As we approached the yacht, Sir Mor- 
daunt called to know what I had found. 
I would not answer, for fear that Lady 
Brookes, whose cabin port-hole was sure to 
be open, should hear me and be alarmed. 
However, when we were close enough for 
the people aboard the schooner to see two 
figures in each boat, a dead hush fell upon 
them-^no more questions were asked. 

We got the boats alongside. " Catch hold 



the other, and between them they carried 
him to a chair, and forthwith administered 
a bumper of cold brandy grog. The spirit 
acted like magic, and the poor creature drew 
himself erect, and looked earnestly and in- 
telligently about him. 

" Our friend," said I, " will be aU the 
better for something to eat. He has been 
drifting about the Channel in his open boat 
all day" 

Instantly Miss Tuke ran below, and re- 
turned with a plate of cold meat and bread, 
wliich she placed on the skylight before the 
young man. He seemed mightily embsr- 
rassed by the kindness shown him, and 
utt(»Tly miserable, too ; for though he ate 
with avidity, he would pause every minute 
to sigh deeply, and once I saw the bright 
tears drop off his cheeks on to his plate. 
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We drew away whilst he ate, and stood 
looking at his boat and talking in whispers 
about him. The clothes in the stern had 
a dreadfully signiiScant appearance, know- 
ing, as we did, that they belonged to a 
drowned man. After a little I went back 
to the young fellow, and asked him if he 
would have some more meat. He said no ; 
and then, grasping my hand, thanked me in 
the most moving manner for saving his life. 

" You feel pretty well again, I hope ? '' 
said Norie. 

"Much better, I thank you, sir." And 
looking away over the sea, he exclaimed, 
with a gush of grief, " I have left my wife 
at Weymouth, and the long absence will 
have broken her heart. And oh, my poor 
brother ! my poor brother ! " 

I saw Miss Tuke clasp her hands, and I 
own I was much afiected. 

"How came you into this wretched 
plight ? " said I. 

"Oh, sir," he answered,, "I can tell it 
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Weymouth for a change of air. My brother 
owned the boat you found me in, and last 
night we arranged to have a sail before 
breakfast this morning. We started, and 
sailed a long distance out, and then my 
brother said before we returned he would 
bathe. He undressed and jumped into the 
sea, and was swimming very well, when all 
at once he cried out, his arms stood up 
out of the water, and he disappeared. I 
tried to row the boat round to where he had 
sunk, but she was too heavy and the wind 
too strong, and, besides, he never rose again," 
said he, looking at us with his white face, 
and stretching out his quivering hands in 
a manner strange indeed to see. 

*' Here, take this, my man," said Sir Mor- 
daunt, pouring out another nip of brandy. 

The poor fellow swallowed the dose and 
then continued : 
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" I know nothing of the manaorement of 
boats, and I was made foolish by the dread- 
ful suddenness of mj brother's death. The 
Bill of Portland was in sight, and I put the 
oars out and rowed in that direction; but 
besides being a bad rower, I found the oars 
too heavy, the wind was sideways and 
against me, and I felt ill and weak with 
sorrow and fear. I had soon to give up, 
but I thought of my wife, which made me 
resolve to set the sail and try to reach the 
shore by sailing. I hoisted it up, but 
found, owing to my ignorance of steering 
and adjusting the sail so as to catch the 
wind properly, that I was leaving the land 
instead of approaching it. I looked about 
for help, but there was only one vessel in 
sight, a long way off ; yet I thought I might 
be able to overtake her, or at least get near 
enough to make them see that I was in dis- 
tress. So I turned the rudder, and, the wind 
being strong and behind me, the boat ran 
very fast along, but not fast enough to 
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where I should be blown to, I took the niast 
down, hoping that by remaining stationary 
I should be noticed by some passing ship. 
But though the sail was down, I knew that 
1 was being blown further and further from 
the land; and what with that, and the 
thought of my drowned brother and my 
wife waiting for me, I wonder I did not fall 
crazy," said he, looking strangely. Then 
after a pause he exclaimed suddenly, " Pray 
what time is it ? " 

I told him. 

*'How am I to get home?" he cried, 
starting up and flinging a look round the 
sea. " Is Weymouth far off"? " 

"Now, don't worry yourself," said L 
"We'll put you in the way of getting 
home." 

Sir Mordaunt looked at me as if he would 
ask how that was to be done. 
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" You see, my friend," I continued, " that 
we are in a dead calm ; and without wind, 
you know, a sailing vessel is helpless/' 

" Yes, sir, I know that," he answered, 
sadly. " But Fm thinking of the fear and 
grief my long absence wiU cause my wife." 

Miss Tuke sidled up to me and whispered 
faintly, " Oh, Mr. Walton, do advise Uncle 
Mordaunt how to land him. His distress 
is quite heartrending." 

" Mr. Tripshore," said I to the mate, who 
stood looking at us from the other side of 
the skylight, "have you made Portland High 
Light yet ? " 

"No, sir, and I don't reckon we shall 
make it. We've too much offing." 

" How far distant is that light visible ? " 

" Why, in clear weather, about twenty 
mile, sir." 

"Now you see how the case stands," 
said I, addressing the young man, who had 
been eagerly listening. " I should say that 
Weymouth is a good full thirty miles distant 



about a mile and a half abreast of us, " is a 
vessel that will set you ashore near to Wey- 
mouth, I dare say. That's all that can be 
done, I think. Sir Mordaunt ? " 

*' Ay, to be sure," answered the baronet, 
briskly, as though relieved of a perplexing 
consideration ; " and if they won't land you 
for charity, they'll do it for money, I have 
no doubt." 

"Oh, rjl pay them, with pleasure, sir," 
replied the young fellow, plunging his hands 
into his pockets, just as a man would who is 
not quite sure of finding what he seeks. 

Sir Mordaunt waved his hand with a 
benevolent gesture, and then crossed over to 
Tripshore and gave him some directions in 
a low voice. 

The mate went to the side where the 
yacht's boat lay, and called to the two men 
who remained in her, " One of you cast 
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that boat's painter adrift, and chuck the 
end up to me." Here he ducked as the 
rope came aboard, caught it, and took a 
turn with it. Then thrusting his head over 
the bulwark, he mumbled out some instruc- 
tions. The little boat shoved off, and I saw 
her shoot out of the shadow our vessel 
threw upon the water and head for the 
smack, the thole-pins creaking as the oara 
were brandished, and a tiny wake behind 
her, like a string of glow-worms. 

"Don't allow your mind to be uneasy," 
said Sir Mordaunt, coming back to the 
young fellow. " Fll see that you are put in 
the way of getting home, and meanwhile 
keep your heart up by reflecting that you'll 
soon be with your wife." 

" You are very good — very good indeed, 
sir," answered the other, in a trembling 
voice. *' This has been an awful day for 
mel" 

And, indeed, there was no occasion for 
him to say as much, for he had the most 



around the sea ; and now and again he would 
smear his hand over his forehead, as though 
he struggled to collect his mind or to help him- 
self to discover that he was not in a dream. 

" Were you asleep when I found you ? " 
said I. 

" I couldn't tell you, sir. When it grew 
dark my loneliness became horrible. The 
wind dropped, and the boat made no noise, 
and the silence was shocking. Several 
times," said he, sinking his voice and look- 
ing at Ada Tuke as if constrained by her 
sweet face — marble-like in the moonlight, 
and beautiful with sympathy — to address 
her, "I imagined I saw my brother's body 
in the water near me. A dreadful fit of 
horror came upon me at last, and I threw 
myself into the bottom of the boat; but 
whether I fainted or fell asleep from ex- 
haustion, I can't tell you, for I remember 
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nothing more until I looked up and saw 
you bending over me, sir," turning to me, 

"Take some more brandy," said Norie, 
observing, as indeed we aU did, how the 
poor fellow was shivering. " A whole gallon 
wouldn't affect you in your present con- 
dition." And he whispered to me, " What 
an imagination ! It will play the devil 
with his nerves when he gets home. I 
should be sorry to swear that he won't 
sicken and die of this day." 

Miss Tuke now began to talk to him. 
How very gentle and sympathetic and 
cordial she was with the poor fellow 1 She 
did him more good than the brandy. He 
told her how long he had been married, and 
where he lived in London, and that the 
baby was considered more like him than 
its mamma, though it had her eyes and 
resembled her when it smiled ; and so on, 
and so on. Sir Mordaunt listened ap- 
provingly, Norie with a grin, and I with 
wonder. What was her receipt for making 



an election," None mumbled in my ear. 
" She'd get all the votes for her man." 

"Do you see anything of the boat, Mr. 
Tripshore ? " said I presently, crossing to 
the mate, who hung over the starboard 
bulwarks. 

" I think I hear her, sir," he answered, 
and straining my ears, I caught the measured 
creaking of oars. 

In a few minutes the boat grew distinct 
in the moonlight, and there looked to be 
a load of people in her. As she drew near, 
however, I saw that there were only four 
persons, our own men and two strangers ; 
but these last, sitting right aft, bowed the 
boat's stem down to within an inch of the 
water, whilst her bows were cocked up so 
as to expose over a yard of her keel. 

" Who have you there ? " hailed Tripshore. 

" Two of the men out of yon smack," was 
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the answer. "They're willing to land the 
gent for a sovereign, so we brought a couple 
of 'em along, to row him aboard in his own 
boat." 

The boat sheered alongside, and Sir Mor- 
daunt told the fishermen to step up. They 
eame rolling in over the gangway with the 
laborious, clumsy sprawling peculiar to 
smacksmen. They were both of them as 
warmly clad as old Purchase; their legs, 
above their knees, were encased in enormous 
boots drawn over thick stockings ; each 
man wore a stout blue knitted jersey, cover- 
ing I know not how many thicknesses of 
flannel, and yellow sou'-westers with hinder 
flaps, which stuck out astern of their heads 
like the tail of a bird. I never beheld more 
powerfully-built men, nor finer specimens of 
the complete English smacksman, as they 
stood with their long muscular arms hang- 
ing down their sides, though curved at the 
elbows, and terminating in huge half-closed 
fists like rounds of beef; whilst their eyes 



out over the swathings round their necks 
like the back of a perch, and curiously 
corresponded with the projection of the 
flaps of the sou'- westers at the back of their 
heads. 

Sir Mordaunt explained how we had found 
the young man, and said that he wished 
him to be put ashore at Weymouth, if posr 
sible, and as soon as any wind came. 

" Weymouth ? " said one of them, tilting 
his sou'-wester over his nose, that he might 
scratch the back of his head. "We ben't 
going to Weymouth. We belongs to Brix- 
ham, and 'ur goin' thur. Won't Brixham 
do?" 

"Where is Brixham?" asked the young 
fellow, faintly, and inclining his body to- 
wards the smacksman with an air of painful 
eagerness. 

"Where's Brixham?" echoed the fisher- 
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man* " Why, it's close to Dartmouth, and 
about six mile as th' croo flies from Tarquee. 
Eh, Tummas ? " 

" That's aboot it," answered Tummas. 

" How can I get from Brixham to Wey- 
mouth ? " inquired the young man, in his 
tremulous way. 

"By rail, I reckon. There's a railway, 
ben't there, Tummas ? " said the first smacks- 
man. 

And the other answered, " Zure there be, 
William, though I ne'er wur on it." 

"Look here, men," said Sir Mordaunt, 
cutting all this short " This poor young 
gentleman has been floating about in an 
open boat all day — since seven o'clock this 
morning. His wife is at Weymouth, and 
he wants to get back to her as soon as ever 
he can. You have ofiered to carry him to 
Brixham for a sovereign, eh ? " 

" We've ofiered him to set him ashore for 
a zovereign, zur," answered the smacksman 
who had replied to the other questions. 



the fellow, quickly. 

The greedy rascal made me lose my 
temper. 

" Why, what are you ? Zulus 1 that 
you want to be paid before you act like 
English seamen 1 " I cried. " Don't you 
know that there are hundreds of fellows 
along your -coast who will risk their lives at 
any moment of the day or night to save 
a fellow-creature from drowning without 
thought of or chance of reward ; whilst here 
are you bargaining and squeezing like a pair 
of old clothesmen before you'll give a hand 
to restore this poor gentleman to his friends ? 
What are you, I say, — Zulus ? " 

"Zooloos be d — dl" said the fisherman. 
" We belongs to Brixham, I towd ye. 
WeVe got to get a living like other foalks, 
and if we puts into Weymouth, we'll be 
losing near a day o' time." 
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" Take the offer, William," grumbled his 
mate. " Take the offer. What's the use o' 
making a disturbance ? " 

William hung in the wind and breathed 
short; and then said, "Very well; two 
zovereigns, then." 

Sir Mordaunt gave him the money, upon 
which the young man went up to the 
baronet and said something, but what I did 
not hear. Sir Mordaunt laughed and 
motioned with his hand, and said, " Pray, 
now, jump into the boat, and let the men 
row you to the smack." 

*^ May God bless you, sir ! " said the young 
fellow ; then shook hands with us aU round, 
giving Miss Tuke a respectful bow as he 
left her, and went over the side into the 
boat. The moonlight was full on him, and 
when he entered the boat, he raised his leg 
in the act of crossing a thwart to get into 
the stem -sheets, but the sight of his brother's 
clothes seemed to petrify him. He cried out 
" Oh dear ! " as though he had been shot, 



his face under the gunwale. The smacksmen 
looked at him, and then up at us, and their 
perplexity proved that our fellows had said 
nothing to them about the drowning of the 
young man's brother. 

" Shove off 1 " I called, thinking it best to 
let the man explain as they went along. 

The burly smacksmen each seized an oar, 
lifting it with one hand as a lady would a 
paper-cutter, and away they went, Tummas 
standing up and rowing with his face look- 
ing forward, fisherman -fashion, and William 
stretching his back close to where the young 
man was squatting. We watched the boat 
until she was swallowed up in the mist of 
moonlight that overhung the dark water like 
a white fog, and then Sir Mordaunt, pulling 
out his watch, exclaimed, " Why, Ada, my 
dear, it's ten o'clock. Pray go and see if 
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your aunt is awake, and if so, and she 
should want to know the cause of the com- 
motion, tell her the story, but leave out the 
drowning part." 

As he said this four strokes were tolled 
upon the bell that hung just before the fore- 
mast. Miss Tuke at once bade us good- 
night, and went away. 

Norie gaped loudly. " Sir Mordaunt, 
with your permission, I'll go to bed. The 
3ea air has got into my eyes ; " and he 
followed Miss Tuke. 

I, however, was in no hurry to exchange 
the freshness and sweetness of the night air 
for the close cabin, and Sir Mordaunt being 
of my mind, we lighted fresh cigars and 
quietly paced the deck. 

"Would any man think," said I, "that 
we are literally at sea ; for, considering how 
well into the Channel we are, we may fairly 
call these waters the ocean? Not a stir, 
not a tremor ! " 

As I spoke, a beautifully bright shooting 



" Hush ! " exclaimed Sir Mordaunt, softly. 
" By listening, you should hear the report." 

The silence was so profound, and the run 
of the meteor so rocket-like, that for an 
instant I was bitten by my friend's fancy, 
and actually caught myself straining my 
ear. I broke away with a laugh. 

^ ** Do you think those stars do make a 
noise when they explode, Walton ? " 

" Impossible to say ; but I like the idea. 
The notion of a burst of thunder following 
their extinction, and floating away in organ 
notes through those silent spaces, is Miltonic." 

" I wonder what becomes of the fountain 
of spangles which they throw up when they 
burst ? '' 

But this was drifting into album-stuff, so 

to get clear of it I talked of the young man 
we had saved. 

" What a change from the bustle of the 
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City of London to the loneliness of an open 
boat here I The moment he said he was in 
a London bank, I thought of the clattering 
of gold and silver coin in the copper shovels 
those fellows use, and the swarms of people 
round the counters, and the tumult of voices 
and scratching of pens and flapping of 
ledgers, and the rattle of cabs outside. And 
then I turned my eyes upon that silent 
surface. Do you know, Sir Mordaunt, the 
fellow must have either an extraordinarily 
strong or an extraordinarily weak mind, not 
to have been driven daft ? He was not 
alone : his companion was his drowned 
brother, who was continually shaping him- 
self upon the water." 

" Shocking 1 " exclaimed Sir Mordaunt, 
shuddering. " Walton," said he, speaking 
in a subdued voice, " I hope to God there is 
no evil augury in this business. I don't 
like it ; I wish we had not encountered that 
boat." 

" Why, but for our meeting it, it is fifty to 
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the very threshold of our journey 1 " 

" Call it a sign of luck," said I. '' That's 
my interpretation of everything, and the 
only eflfectual way of getting rid of un- 
comfortable omens." 

" What are considered as omens among 
sailors ? " he asked, with quite enough 
interest and other symptoms of an uneasy 
mind to make me suspect that, in his 
present mood, it would not take much to 
throw him oflf his voyage. 

" Marine omens," said I, " are very 
numerous. Jack doesn't like Friday. He 
doesn't like dead bodies. He doesn't like 
drowned cats. Composants worry him " 

" What are composants ? " 

" Sort of graveyard blue-lights which 
come out of a gale of wind, and bring up at 
the yard-arms, or on the stays, or at the 
end of the flying jib-boom." 
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" Ah ! and what are the other omens ? " 

" A good deal depends upon, the amount 
of rum served out," I replied. *' In teetotal 
ships omens are not numerous." 

He laughed and said, '' Hang the boat 1 
I wish that smack had found her first. 
Well, Walton, we can't do more than pray- 
that all will go well with us." 

"Yonder's a slant of air coming along,"* 
broke in the prosaic tones of Tripshore, who 
crossed over to our side of the deck and 
pointed. 

Brilliantly clear overhead, not a shred of 
cloud among the stars, and yet there was 
the breeze coming " out of nothing " right 
in the wake of the moonlight, which meant 
dead ahead for us, and making a picture 
worth watching ; for the wind, as it breezed 
over the magnificent space of silvered water, 
broke up the brilliant reflection as it ad- 
vanced, dimming, or rather frosting, the 
white radiance where it was in contact with 
it, but leaving it ahead as burnished and 



water within a cable s leiigLh of us before it 
was fanning our checks. 

" Trim sail, the watch 1 " rattled out Trip- 
shore. " Get a drag upon those head-sheets. 
Lay aft here, some of you men. Wheel, 
there — steady as she goes. How's her 
head ? " 

" South-west by west half west, sir." 

" The smack feels the draught. Sir Mor- 
daunt," said I. " Round she heads for Wev- 
mouth — nor-nor'-east, as Tripshore would 
tell us." 

The breeze briskened up merrily. It was 
doubly delightful after the spell of calm, 
and appeared to blow Sir Mordaunt's doubt- 
ing fancies clean out of his mind. Under 
gaff topsails and three jibs, and the main 
boom very nearly amidships, and the weather 
leeches quivering in the moonshine, the 
schooner looked right up into the warm 
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westerly wind with erect spars, and with the 
foam gleaming past her in a manner that 
made one see she knew the trick of going 
to windward. In this way we were swarm- 
ing along when half-past ten was struck, 
on which we threw the ends of our cigars 
overboard and went below and to bed. 



CHAPTER IV, 

A COMFORTABLE bed is a small thing to talk 
about, but a fine thing to enjoy. Consider- 
ing how large a part of life is spent in bed, 
allowing only eight hours out of the twenty- 
four there, if you choose, a man is wise to 
lie soft and warm. For my part, I have 
no opinion of those Wellingtonian notions 
of hard palliasses and pillowless bolsters. 
If I can't be manly without racking my 
bones all night, I would rather remain with- 
out any sex to speak of. The science of 
upholstery hit upon the most perfect bed 
for comfort, rest, and refreshment, when it 
designed the spring-mattress and the hair- 
mattress on top of it. That was my bed 
aboard the Lady Maud; and as I bundled 
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into the snow-white sheets, and dipped my 
intellectual brow into a pillow of down — 
soft as the feel of water when a man floats 
on his back — I felt that the cynics would 
have to exert themselves into an uncommon 
effort of eloquence to persuade me that life 
isn't worth having. 

I was sleeping soundly when the steward 
knocked at my door and sung out that it 
was eight o'clock. As my consciousness 
brightened I took notice, first, that' the 
bracket-lamp, screwed against a timber near 
my head, was oscillating like a pendulum ; 
next, that the sunshine flashed into and 
faded out of the little cabin in a very 
windy manner; and, lastly, that there was 
a great sound of creaking and groaning 
and splashing and foaming going on all 
around me. 

" So 1 an honest breeze of wind at last 1 " 
thought I, as I sprang out of my bunk, and 
began to topple about after ray clothes ; and 
the springing, swooshing, hopping motion 



" Anotner pun, my laas i oeiay i 

Here I hauled on my small clothes. 

" Up with those yards, and let her go ! " 

Here I fought my way out of my night- 
gear. 

" Ours is the ship to run away 
When stormy winds abeam do blow ! " 

Now, thought I, for a dip ; for I had 
noticed a capital bath, with a shower-box 
rigged up over it, in a bit of a room just 
before the skipper's cabin ; and I opened 
the door to peep out, as I did not want to 
plump against Miss Ada or her ladyship 
with my hair unparted. 

No sooner was the door open than an 
extraordinary noise greeted my ear. What 
can that be ? thought I. But a moment's 
hearkening solved the mystery. It was, 
indeed, nothing more nor less than poor 
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Norie roaring with nausea in the cabin 
facing mine. First he would moan like a 
dog at the moon, gradually increasing the 
intensity of the sound, and hoisting it up 
a whole octave until it ended in an ex- 
plosion — a complete blow-up ; after which 
he would fall to the moaning again, regularly 
followed as I have described. But, however 
heartily I may have sympathized with him, 
I could do him no good ; so, the coast being 
clear, I bolted forward, clawing along the 
side of the table in the cabin like a parrot 
along a perch, for the motion of the little 
vessel was lively enough to dance me off my 
legs; and, reaching the bath-room, soused 
myself, and went aft again, inconceivably 
refreshed. Silence now reigned in Norie's 
cabin. As I arrived abreast of it the 
steward came out. 

'' Is Sir Mordaunt up yet ? " I asked. 

'* Yes, sir, this hour gone. He's on deck, 



sir. 



"Mr. Norie seems very bad." 



" Why, it's been fresh since four o'clock, 
so Mr. Purchase told me, sir." 

" How is her ladyship ? " 

" IVe not heard that she's much incon- 
venienced by the motion. But her maid's 
down, sir, quite helpless, poor thing," and 
he pointed to the cabin next Lady Brookes'. 

" And Miss Tuke ? " I asked, determined 
to get all the news at once. 

" Miss Tuke's on deck with Sir Mordaunt, 
sir. 

Hearing this, I made haste to dress 
myself ; but before I went on deck I opened 
Norie's door and looked at him. His cabin 
was the counterpart of mine in respect of 
fittings and furniture, excepting that the 
bunk was right under the scuttle or port- 
hole. Our friend was to leeward, and as 
the schooner was lying well over, the port- 
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hole was submerged, and all that could be 
seen through it was the bright green water 
sluicing past the thick plate glass like a mill- 
race, and gurgling and thundering as it went 
Some light, however, came down through the 
buirs-eye in the deck overhead. 

Norie lay in his bunk, with a counterpane 
over his legs, though his toes were visible at 
one end of it. He was the completest picture 
of a sea-sick man that the most experienced 
imagination could body forth — head on one 
side, mouth open, eyes filled with water and 
rolling vacantly, hair over his forehead, the 
whole tinted with the hurrying, quivering 
green of the sea through the port-hole. 

" Sorry to find you in this plight, Mr. 
Norie," said I. "Can I do anything for 
you ? " 

" Don't talk to me, Mr. Walton ; I can't 
speak," he groaned, "Curse the sea! I 
thought I could stand it." 

" You'U be able to stand it presently — 
have no fear. Once well rid of your long- 



abject, that I had no heart to oflfer him 
further consolation. 

" Tell the steward to keep near me," he 
gargled, as I went away. 

On putting mj head through the com- 
panion, I found Sir Mordaunt and his niece 
standing close beside it. I wished them 
good-morning, but at the top of my voice, 
for what with the washing of the seas, and 
the booming of the breeze aloft, there was 
the devil's own noise about. Sprawling aft 
to look at the compass, I found the schooner 
lying her course, with the wind a couple of 
points free. Of all foamy, sparkling, windy 
mornings, this was one of the grandest I can 
remember. The wind a summer gale, sweep- 
ing and singing over seething heights of 
running surges ; the water among the foam 
as green as emerald and as radiant and clear ; 
above our mastheads a sky of violet — a most 
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delicately tender blue — with masses of cloud 
resembling vast enlarging puffs of powder 
smoke from the mouths of some gigantic 
cannons, sailing with the majesty of squadrons 
of line-of-battle ships across it ; and a wind- 
ward horizon studded with the snow-white 
shoulders of similar masses of vapour soaring 
from behind the sea. The life of the mag- 
nificent scene of rolling waters was made 
wild and almost tempestuous by the whirling 

shadows of these noble clouds, for where they 

* 

touched the deep the water was an olive 
hue and the foam a dead white ; whilst in 
the sun, against the very outlines of these 
shadows, the sea was a sparkling light green, 
with white smoke scattering along it, like 
bursts of steam, from the heads of the surges 
as they broke in flashes of blinding light. 
Over this tossing surface the schooner was 
splashing and jumping, under a double- 
reefed mainsail and two jibs. Every minute, 
as she bobbed her cutter-shaped nose into 
the hollows, the spray flew over her fore- 



were in oilskins, and shone like oil, but ail 
the wet was forward. From a fathom abaft 
the foremast to the taffrail the sand-white 
decks were as dry as an old bone ; though 
at times, when the creaming seas heeled the 
powerful little vessel over to leeward, the 
keel of the quarter-boat looked almost within 
a foot of the water, and the foam alongside 
spat and bubbled and hissed some' inches 
above the covering-board. 

"This repays us for last night's delay, 
Walton I " exclaimed Sir Mordaunt, with his 
face all aglow, and his hair blowing about 
his ears, and his beard under his arm. 

" 1 am glad to hear from the steward that 
Lady Brookes isn't troubled by this dance," 
said L 

" Not in the least. My niece says it is 
owing to the bed. It is a fine bed, I admit ; 
but though it prevents my wife from feeling 
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the pitching and rolling, it doesn't qualify 
the effect of going up and down ; this sort of 
movement, I mean/' said he, as the schooner 
was thrown up by a sea, and then sank into 
the hollow left by it as it ran away roaring 
and hissing to leeward. " Depend upon it 
she is going to prove a real sailor, and I'm 
thankful to Heaven for the mercy." 

^^And how is it you are not prostrated. 
Miss Tuke ? " I asked, looking at her with 
great admiration, for the strong wind had 
kindled a bright flush in each cheek, that 
made her eyes as brilliant as the water where 
the sun touched it ; and her white teeth and 
red lips and happy enthusiastic expression 
might have served as hints for a picture of 
the Goddess of Health. She shook her head 
and laughed merrily, balancing herself with 
the ease of an old sailor to the motion of the 
vessel, and beating me hollow in that respect, 
for she kept her hands by her side, whilst I 
took care to keep a grip of the top of the 
companion. 






" Fm very sorry for him," replied Si 
Mordaunt, "but I wish lie didn't think it 
necessary to make such a noise. He told me 
he was a good sailor. The doctor I wanted, 
who was a naval surgeon for some years, 
wouldn't come — his practice was too good to 
jeopardize by leaving it for a summer. How- 
ever, I have known Mr. Norie for some time, 
and Lady Brookes is quite safe in his hands. 
I suppose he'll get over his sea-sickness in a 
day or two — but he needn't hurry — none of 
us will want him professionally, I hope." 

Presently old Purchase stumped along the 
lee side of the deck, and touched his hat to 
me as he passed. 

" Good morning, captain," said I. '' The 
schooner knows the scent now she has the 
wind ; eh, captain ? " 

"You're right, sir," he answered, with a 
grin that crumpled up his face like a block of 
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mahogany that has been shrivelled by heat 
" I never see any wessel hold her own better. 
Look over the starn, sir, and ye'll notice she 
don't make a hair's thickness o' leeway/' 

Dress as he would, he was always a terribly 
nautical man to look at. He had a black 
sou'- wester on, the inner rim of which came 
as low as his eyebrows, and oilskin leggings, 
and a rusty pilot-cloth coat pretty nearly as 
long as a parson's. 

*' Whereabouts are we now ? " I asked. 

" I give us till ten o'clock to-night to be 
abreast o' the Start, onless the wind comes 
free, in which case we ought to be well on 
to the Scillies," he answered. 

" At that rate, Sir Mordaunt," said I, *^ we 
should be clear of the Channel in twelve 
hours." 

''Yes; and no very great run either, 
Walton. This head sea bothers the boat. 
Mark now as she jumps at that wave ! " The 
light green surge struck her full on the bow 
and burst in a storm of snow over the fore- 
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*' She's got as much as she wants, sir," 
answered the skipper. " Tm a man as never 
drives a willing wessel, sir. My argueyment 
is, no craft is built to sail on her side, and 
the more you bury her the more you give 
her to drag along. This here double-reefed 
mainsail keeps the yacht wholesome. And 
isn't it pressure enough, gentlemen ? Look 
at the weather standing rigging ! " 

I was glad to agree with him, but gladder 
still to hear the steward in the cabin ringing 
us down to breakfast. 

'*Only three of us this time," said I, as 
we seated ourselves. " When shall we have 
the pleasure of Lady Brookes' company ? " 

" Before Norie's, I dare say," answered Sir 
Mordaunt, with a laugh. " But let us leave 
well alone, Walton. My wife swings with- 
out suffering in that excellent hanging bed 
of hers, and I want her to graduate for the 
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sea in it. Ada, my love, you will have to 
look after your aunt whilst Carey is on her 
back. Lucky you stand this tumblefication 
so handsomely." 

A tumblefication it was, and the harder to 
get used to because we had woke up into it, 
if I may so say, after having gone to bed in 
smooth water. On deck, the racing and 
jumping and foaming of the yacht were a 
delight, and the strong wind a noble cordial ; 
but in the cabin the motion was exceedingly 
uncomfortable. It was not like the stately 
heaving up and sweeping down of a large 
ship, a steady oscillation that enables a man 
to count twenty betwixt the plunge of the 
bow and the rise of the stem, and that gives 
him time to nicely regulate the conduct of 
his legs ; but a wobbling, squelching, jerking 
movement, that tossed you back whilst you 
were endeavouring to prevent yourself from 
being pitched on to your nose, and that set 
every visible object sloping in half a dozen 
different directions in a breath. Used to the 



Most of our time was engrossed in prevent- 
ing the contents of our plates from sliding 
on to our laps, and in watching a chance to 
snatch our cups from the swinging trays that 
tossed over our heads. The steward's was 
the worst look-out. To watch him coming 
along from the direction of the kitchen, with 
a plate of muffins in one hand and a dish of 
ham in the other, stopping abruptly every 
now and again, and taking a hurried squint 
first at one plate and then at the other — like 
a nervous young gentleman playing a tune 
upon the piano, and first cocking his eye at 
the bass keys and then twisting it on to the 
treble — ought to have moved my pity. I 
managed to keep my face, in spite of the 
laughing devil in Miss Tuke's eyes ; but 
when at last he fell down with a rack full of 
toast, and I saw him sprawling after the 
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pieces, that scattered like a pack of cards, 
and presently get up and rub his nose and 
look at his fingers, as though his nose was 
burnt and he expected to see the skin 
come away, I fairly exploded, but with a 
result that was utterly unexpected ; for lying 
back in my chair to have my guffaw out at 
the moment the vessel lurched somewhat 
heavily to leeward, over I went on my back, 
and, bringing up against the cushioned locker, 
lay, like to suffocate with laughter. I re- 
gained the table, with my face, as I could feel, 
as red as a powder-flag. Sir Mordaunt, 
grinning broadly, hoped I was not hurt, and 
Miss Ada, looking at me with the flush of 
suppressed laughter in her cheeks, said, " A 
very proper rebuke, Mr. Walton, for ridi- 
culing your fellow-creatures in misfortune.'* 

We scraped through the meal, and then 
dispersed on merciful errands — Sir Mordaunt 
to see his wife, Miss Tuke to comfort the 
prostrate Carey, and I to condole with Norie. 
I found him no better. He turned his blood- 



" Is there anytuing you would like ? ' said 
I. " Try a glass of cold brandy : it may 
settle your stomach." 

"I've got no stomach to settle/' he 
answered. " It's all gone away overboard." 

He meant this as a figure of speech, but 
any one would have taken it literally, on 
seeing his face. He could scarcely articulate, 
and could not do better than lie motionless ; 
so I came away, and, filling a pipe, crawled 
on deck and stowed myself under the lee of 
the skylight. 

A head sea in the English Channel, until 
the water broadens into an ocean abreast of 
the Lizard, is the most unpleasant in the 
world. There is no room for the waves to 
get big, in the sense that ocean waves are 
big, and the passage of a small vessel over 
them is all chop, chop, and sputter and 
stagger. Once clear of this spiteful tumble. 
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the deck takes an agreeable buoyancy from 
the long regular heavings of the deep-sea 
surges. I was much struck by the appear- 
ance of a brig on our lee beam, and could 
appreciate, by watching her, the action of the 
sharp, short, slopping sea through which our 
schooner was biting and squeezing and 
jumping. She was ratching, like ourselves, 
under lower topsails and foresail, and she 
toppled about like a buoy. So short were 
the waves, that before she could settle her 
stern into a hollow, a succeeding sea had 
buried her bow, when, breaking into dazzling 
foam to a level with her figure-head, it 
would shoot up in a cloud of mist, like the 
smoke of a waterfall, as high as her foretop, 
and blow away on her quarter as though a 
cloud of vapour had burst out of her fore- 
hatch. As she veered astern, for we passed 
her rapidly, the character of her rolling 
could be better perceived; and the jerky 
dislocating tumble, the sprawl of the masts 
as if they must lay their lengths along the 



water pouring out of the hawse-holes and 
head-boards like the foam from a driven 
horse's mouth, made her for all the world 
resemble a man hammered by a crowd of 
ruffians, and kept from falling by the blows 
rained upon him from all sides. 

This strong wind held all day, and the 
yacht was really miserable, with her frothing 
scuppers and streaming forecastle. The men 
liked the head sea as little as any of us, and 
the only creatures who appeared to enjoy it 
were the dogs, who were incessantly spring- 
ing about the decks, and barking at an extra 
heavy lurch, and shaking their coats free of 
the constant showers of spray which they 
were for ever plunging into the bows to 
receive. 

But at four o'clock the wind hauled away 
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into the soutli, and though it blew with un- 
diminished strength, yet the shift seemed to 
have deprived it of half its force. A reef was 
shaken out of the mainsail, and the reefed 
foresail set, and under this increased canvas 
the yacht drove like a thing possessed. The 
foam flew away from under her counter, and 
the taU of the wake looked to be dancing 
among the seas of the horizon ; there was no 
longer the old severe pitching ; even the 
rolling was moderated by the steady beam 
pressure ; and no more water flew forward, 
unless it were now and again a bucketful of 
spray that flashed over the weather bulwark 
with the sparkle of a mass of brand-new sUver 
coins, scattering as they went. 

This was the right kind of sailing : a warm 
strong summer gale abeam, the sea a leaping 
surface of green and white, a fine sky over- 
head, with the swollen vaporous masses of 
the morning replaced by a surface of feather- 
shaped clouds, very high and scarcely moving, 
and the yacht buzzing along like a steamer 



That night at a quarter before nine I was 
chatting with Sir Mordaunt in the cabin, 
when Tripshore put his head into the sky- 
light and told us that the Lizard lights were 
in sight. We bundled on deck, and looking 
away on the starboard bow, there, like a fire- 
fly hovering over the deep, was the last of 
the English shore-beacons we should see. 
The sunset had gone out of the sky, and the 
moon was on the other side of the vessel, 
and where the Lizard light was, the sea 
was a great throbbing shadow. 

*' Those lights, if I remember rightly," 
said I to Sir Mordaunt, " are visible about 
twenty miles distant, so we know how far we 
are from the old home.'' 

** They are, I think, the first lights a sailor 
sights when homeward bound from the 
south," he answered, " unless he happens to 
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be blown near the Scillies. How many eyes 
must have watched for those sparks ! What 
hopes and fears they must have kindled I 
Well, good-bye, old country ! 

* Much as we have loved you, 
We'll dry the tears that we have shed before ! 
Why should we weep to sail in search of ' 

Health, eh, Walton ? But many days must 
pass before we see those cliffs again, or 
behold that little spark yonder I And, 
meanwhile, may God have us all in His 
keeping 1 " 

We stood looking at the light — for the 
two beacons appeared one at that distance — 
and at the foaming sea around us, upon 
whose southern horizon the moon was shed- 
ding its soft white fires, and hearkening to 
the piping of the wind up aloft, and the 
strong permanent hissing of the water at the 
bows of the yacht, whilst the far-off light 
got gradually smaller and smaller as we 
edged away towards the limit of the sphere 
within which it is visible, until it was no 
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nd theTc was no lignt ar all that way 
except the stars twinkling blandly npon the 
water-line. 

"Gone! Sir Mordaont. This is really 
bidding our native land good-night." And I 
piped up : — 



<( 



* Ton san that sets upon the sea. 

We follow in his flight : 
Farewell awhile to him and thee, 
Mj native land, good night ! ' " 

"Two more lines, Walton," cried Sir 
Jlilordaunt 

♦* * Let winds be shrill, let waves roll high, 
I fear nor wave nor wind ! ' 

And there we stop. Yonder'a our home/' he 
exclaimed, pointing over the bows of the 
schooner into the west. ** A solemn mystery 
to liead for I What mighty mariners have 
vanished in its immensity ! Look at the 
gloomy desolate wild now, and think of 
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Columbus breasting it in a vessel that might 
serve one of our ships for a long boat, steer- 
ing by no other illumination than the light 
that never was on sea or land. But come — 
let us go down and toast the Lady Maud in 
a glass of soda and brandy. The old girl has 
whipped us bravely down the English 
Channel, and she deserves all the encourage- 
ment we can give her by our good wishes." 

Had we been bound to the West Indies 
with a freight that required despatch, we 
should have been put into fine spirits by the 
noble mnd that blew us out of the English 
Channel, for it lasted all that Friday night 
and the following Saturday, and by way of 
favouring us to the utmost, veered to the 
eastwards, so as to enable us to make the 
necessary southing ; and for all these hours 
the yacht pelted under exactly the same 
canvas she had on her when we sighted the 
Lizard light, and we grew as used to the 
sweeping roar of the passing foam, and the 



We were rather surprised, when sitting 
down to dinner on Saturday, to observe the 
door that shut off the sleeping berths open, 
and Norie emerge. He was yellow and 
haggard, and stood for some moments hold- 
ing on to the door-stanchions, evidently too 
nervous to let go ; but presently, making a 
dash, he struck out for the table, reached it 
without mishap, and swung himself into a 
chair. 

" An unexpected pleasure," exclaimed Sir 
Mordaunt, looking at him with surprise. 
" We all thought you were in bed." 

" So I was," he answered ; " but I felt 
hungry. Sir Mordaunt; and as I consider 
the symptom a good one, I was determined 
to encourage it." 

And hungry he unquestionably was. I 
never saw any man make a larger dinner. 
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But from that moment he complained no 
more of sea-sickness. 

Lady Brookes, however, still kept her 
cabin, nor had I set eyes on her since 
Thursday. But next morning after break- 
fast, whilst Sir Mordaunt and I were smok- 
ing our pipes on the grating abaft the wheel, 
her ladyship suddenly uprose through the 
companion, assisted in the rear by her maid 
Carey, who in turn was helped along by 
Miss Tuke. We both ran up to her. 

^< Why, Agnes, this is brave 1 this is en- 
couraging ! '' cried Sir Mordaunt, to whom 
it was very evident his wife had not un- 
folded her intention. " Walton, kindly shove 
that chair along. Carey, go and fetch a 
cushion for her ladyship's back. Ada, my 
love, throw the shawl over your aunt's 
knees ; " and for some moments all was 
bustle : it was like the arrival of a member 
of royalty at a ball. 

The invalid had chosen the right kind of 
morning for her first appearance. The strong 



now blowing ; every stitch of canvas had 
been piled upon the schooner, and she was 
softly and quietly sweeping over the deep 
blue fathomless sea, like an albatross blown 
along by its outstretched tremorless wings, 
gliding up and running down the long ocean 
swell, the long intervals between whose 
bright and foamless acclivities were too wide 
to make the regular motion inconvenient or 
even noticeable. The men were in their 
Sunday rig, lounging about the deck for- 
ward, some of them smoking, some reading, 
some looking over the side at the luminous 
curve of water which the passage of the 
yacht arched over from either bow, and 
their smart clean dress prettily heightened 
the effect of the exquisitely white decks and 
the beautiful heights of gleaming sail which 
soared into a light blue sky, frosted in the 
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east with minute spray-like clouds, whilst ia 
the west it was an untarnished summer 
azure. It was surely a delightful picture to 
come upon after a three days' imprison- 
ment in the cabin, and Lady Brookes' face 
brightened as she looked around her. More- 
over, she was gratified by the pleasure her 
presence on deck gave her husband ; and 
this, and the commotion her arrival among 
us created, put her into excellent spirits. 
Even the mastiflfs seemed to suspect that 
there was to be no more sea-sickness aboard 
the Lady Maud, and breathed hard, and 
exposed their tongues, and shoved about 
among us, as though in search of some 
means to unburden their minds of those 
feelings for the expression of which they 
could find no other vehicles than their tails. 

Whilst we stood talking, some men came 
aft to spread the awning; and whilst this 
was doing, Purchase threw a red ensign 
over the quarter-deck capstan. 

"For divine service, my dear," said Sir 
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gathered around the capstan. It was a 
pretty sight. First, the men in a crowd upou 
the white deck, all very clean and smart in 
their tidy dress, standing bareheaded and 
for the most part in reverential postures ; 
then the bright colour of the ensign, with 
Sir Mordaunt's fine, tall, long-bearded jSgurc 
inclined over a great Church Service ; and to 
the right of him Ada Tuke's pretty face 
and amber hair, crowned by a little hat and 
a long dark feather, thrown up by and finely 
contrasting the knot of rough sailors' coun- 
tenances behind her ; and in another place, 
Carey, the maid, between the elbows of two 
seamen ; and just behind her the cook, with 
his one eye turning about in his sour face, 
and Purchase var}dng his devotional aspect 
by an occasional professional squint up aloft. 
All the incidents of a man's progress to a 
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great misfortune take a strange, pathetic 
significance after the trouble has happened, 
and he looks back and thinks of what went 
before. He then finds how full of meaning 
some things were which, at the time, went 
past as the veriest commonplaces. This was 
our first Sunday at sea ; and our gathering- 
together to worship God knits all those 
people to me, so to speak, in a manner that 
makes that picture moving to recur to, 
though at the time I never could have 
believed the memory of it would afiect me 
as it does. I have but to put down my pen 
and close 'my eyes, and I see all those men, 
and Sir Mordaunt in the midst of them, and 
his wife (the only one among us seated), with 
her gaze fixed upon the Prayer-book in her 
lap ; and more than that, I see the great 
ocean stretching into the sky all around us, 
and have before me the very aspect of the 
heavens in the south, and the leagues of 
flashing sunlight in the water. In thinking 
of it I feel like a child looking at a picture 
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And now it is gone ! And so shadow-like 
becomes the yacht and her little company of 
men and women, nay, and those very waves 

" That o'er th' interminable ocean wreathe 
Their crisped smiles," 

so unreal as a part of the vanished ex- 
perience, that I seem to be as one who has 
acted with phantoms and taken part in a 
performance whose fabric was a dream. 
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CHAPTER V. 

Friday, June so and so ; eight days out ; 
long, about 15° W., lat. about 39° N., which 
is near enough, as I have no other log-book 
than my memory to go by. 

I awoke early, and finding the cabin close 
and the sky shining like blue silver through 
the port-hole, I bundled on my clothes and 
went on deck. It was a little after six ; the 
sea was smooth and flecked with foam ; what 
wind there was was abeam, and the yacht 
was headino: south-west under a crowd of 
canvas. The watch on deck were washing 
down, and the sunshine flashed in the glass- 
clear water which they sent gushing from 
the buckets, whilst they swabbed and 
scrubbed, with their trousers turned above 
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urcliase was in charge, and seeing him 
standing near the binnacle, " taking in " the 
yacht with his hands behind him and his 
legs apart, I went up to him and said good- 



morning. 



" Another fine day, captain. The weather 
has favoured us wonderfully so far/' 

"It has that, Mr. Walton, sir," he 
answered, giving me a rather wandering 
look, and with an expression of suppressed 
mirth that might well be described as a 
smile rolled up in his face, though no words 
could convey the hilarity among the wrinkles 
and the mixed suggestions of his brown and 
pui'ple countenance. " Oncommonly fine 
weather we've had, and no mistake ; and I 
don't know that I'm a man as can ever get 
too much of it," he added, with an effort to 
recover his gravity, and lifting his eyes — 
wliich resembled faintly-illuminated cairn- 
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gorms twinkling in the deep caverns under 
his brows — to the heavens. 

I stood to leeward of him, and a puff of 
wind breezing my way made my first sus- 
picion certainty. The aroma of rum, or 
some equally strong spirit, was a most 
decided flavour in the air. *' Hang me if 
I believe that complexion of his is weather," 
thought I, twisting a glance at his red nose 
and fiery cheek-bones ; ** and Lady Brookes 
may have keener eyes than her husband." 
However, I had never smelt drink upon him 
before, and so I was not at all disposed to 
take notice of his present condition, that was 
in no sense pronounced, and that might be 
very well due to a dram taken on an empty 
stomach. 

" Yes," he continued, bringing his eyes 
from the sky, and with the humorous ex- 
pression breaking out among the mahogany 
wrinkles again, "fine weather is always 
sootable to my feelings. If I had my way, 
breezes after this here pattern should be the 



understands his own meaning, " Tm not 
going to say that all sailors are like me in 
this here fancy for smooth water and six- 
knot breezes. Some likes pickles strong 
and some likes 'em mild. I likes 'em mild, 
and the same here with cheese. Some sailor 
men don't object to gales o' wind, providing 
they blow the right way ; and some prefer 
the draughts of air such as they tell me ye 
get down in the latitood of Captain Cook's 
islands, where ye a'most forget the names of 
the running gear for the want of using it. 
Now, Thomas I " he suddenly bawled, " mind 
where you chuck that water ! Shut the 
skylight, one of you. Steady as she goes, 
William," turning to the man at the wheel. 
'^ How's her head, William ? " 

The fellow gave the course ; but I noticed 
that he bit his under lip and looked astern. 
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holding the little wheel with one hand. The 
truth is, the joke lay not so much in the 
dash of drink that made the old fellow's face 
laughable to look at and his deep salt voice 
diverting to hear, but in the collier-like 
mannerism it forced out of him. His dress 
only travestied him. What he wanted was 
a musty old beaver, and a long coat, and a 
red shawl round his throat, and a framework 
of grimy decks and a surface of patched 
cloths stretched upon yards made for other 
vessels. Yet I am bound to say he knew 
navigation, — enough, at least, to enable him 
to point his sextant and prick some kind of 
course. The first day he came on deck " to 
shoot the sun" I thought he only exhibited 
the instrument to bamboozle Sir Mordaunt, 
and that he had no other notion of finding 
his way to the West Indies than by dead- 
reckoning, which latter I suspected from the 
care he took to keep the log going. But I 
was undeceived when he sung out, ** Strike 
eight bells," though I had hke to burst 



reduce the swelling by a cold application. 

" Isn't that a ship yonder VI said, point- 
ing over the bow, having suddenly caught 
sight of a speck of gleaming white against 
the sky where the vague horizon met it. 

He bobbed and sheltered his eyes, and 
after cleansing them several times by means 
of wedging his knuckles into the hollows in 
which they lay buried, exclaimed, " Ay, it's 
a sail ; " and, so saying, went for the glass. 
He was a long while bothering over the 
focus, and when at last he adjusted the 
tubes to his vision, he was unable to hit the 
object, repeatedly dropping the glass and 
looking for the sail, with one eye closed. 
• *' Give me the glass, captain," I exclaimed, 
impatiently, for I was beginning to think 
the man more muddled than I had at first 
suspected, and noticed with annoyance the 
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amused glances which the fellows who were 
cleaning the decks cast at him ; for it did not 
at all please me that a man holding the re- 
sponsible position that Purchase filled should 
jeopardize the discipline of the vessel by 
making himself ridiculous in the eyes of the 
crew. I took the glass, but was afraid to 
look the old fool in the face for fear of 
laughing ; I therefore quitted that side of the 
deck. There was not much to see. The vessel 
ahead was on a line with our bowsprit end, 
and only her highest canvas was visible. 
The sunshine, however, poured full on the 
stranger, and made what was shown of her 
very clear and sharp against the sky, where- 
by I perceived that she was a square-rigged 
vessel, but whether barque or ship or brig, I 
could not tell. 

I went below for a cold bath ; and when 
I came on deck again at eight o'clock, Pur- 
chase's watch was up, and he had gone to his 
cabin. Nobody belonging aft excepting 
myself had turned out, and as all the crew 



pointed out the vessel ahead, that, greatly to 
my surprise wheu I perceived that she was 
going our way, we had risen considerably 
whilst 1 was below. 

"Yonder should be either a very slow 
boat, Mr. Tripshore," said I, ^' or else the 
Lady Maud is sneaking along much faster 
than she appears to be going." 

" There's no weight in the wind, sir, 
pretty as it is," answered Tripshore ; " and 
that chap ahead, I dare say now, is loaded 
down to his chain-plate bolts ; whilst, if 
you'll look around you, you'll see there's 
nothing to stop the Lady Maud — the sea 
like silk, the draught steady enough to keep 
everything pulling, and a squaresail on her 
light and big enough to blow her along in a 
calm." 

This was true. I o^led the stranorer 
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again, and judged from the hoist of her 
topsails, which were just visible, that she 
waa a large Indian or Australian ship. I 
put the glass down, and asked Tripshore if 
the skipper was below. 

" Yes, sir ; he went below when I relieved 
him at eight bells/' 

"He must have knocked about a great 
deal in the sun in his youth," said I, gravely, 
watching Tripshore's face. " It's not to be 
supposed that his nose caught the colour it 
wears in the North Sea." 

He laughed, but made no answer. 

"Sir Mordaunt," I continued, "says his 
complexion is owing to weather. What do 
you think, Mr. Tripshore ? " 

"It's not my place to take notice of 
things which don't concern me, sir," he 
answered ; but so significantly as to make 
me see he followed my drift. 

*' Why, perhaps not if the things doiit 
concern you. But if you happen to be a 
passenger aboard a vessel, her captain's 



you shall be drovraed or not." 

" That's right enough, sir," said he. " The 
captain of a vessel ought to be a man of 
first-rate character, and I don't know but 
that the people who are along with him 
liaven't a right to watch his character, and 
notice when it's shipshape and when it 
isnt. 

This was all the justification I needed for 
having spoken to him about Purchase. For 
though I had made up my mind to say 
nothing about having noticed the old man 
the worse for liquor, I was bothered, if [ 
had not been surprised, by the discovery, 
and hoped, by speaking to Tripshore, that 
he would hint to Purchase I had spoken as 
if I suspected an intemperate habit in him, 
for that might frighten him, and hold him 
away from the bottle. Perhaps as a man 
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who knew something about the sea I found 
a significance in the incident that would 
have escaped a landsman. The perils of the 
deep are numerous and dreadful enough, 
but there are none worse than a drunken 
captain. It was enough to think of our 
sleeping below, and the schooner in charge 
of a man thick with rum, and blinking in. 
the eyes of a squall, to make me anxious, and 
determined to watch him. But, as I before 
said, I would take, no further notice of what 
I had observed, beyond talking to Tripshore, 
so that he might advise Purchase to be on. 
his guard, that is if they were friendly, 
which it was out of my power to inform 
myself upon, as they were rarely on deck 
together for any length of time, and what 
passed below was hidden from me. 

Norie arrived from the cabin shortly 
before breakfast, but I did not meet the 
others before the meal was on the table. 
Who had given orders for the provisioning 
of the Lady Maud I never knew. I doubt 



have often wondered how the cook managed 
to stock the table so sumptuously, though 
at the time I took what came without 
speculation. Our breakfasts in particular 
were always remarkable for plenty and 
variety. On a fine day like this, when the 
sunshine lay upon the open skylight, and the 
drawn curtains softened the light, and fresh 
currents of air breezed down through the 
windsail with force enough at times to keep 
the leaves of the plants and flowers trem- 
bling, no prettier scene could be imagined 
than the Lady Maud's cabin. Nothing but 
the motion of the vessel could have per- 
suaded you that you were not in some low- 
ceiled, richly-furnished apartment ashore, 
that is, after finding a fictitious raison- d'itre 
for the solid mainmast that pierced the two 
decks, and attributing the radiant stand of 
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anns against the bulkhead to some capricious 
decorative fancy. 

"There is a small excitement ahead of 
us," said I, as we seated ourselves at table ; 
" a large full-rigged ship, that we are over- 
hauling in fine style. If this light wind 
holds, we shall be well up to her by noon." 

" I hope, Mordaunt, you will give orders 
to Purchase not to go near her," said Lady 
Brookes. 

" No, no ; we'll keep to windward of her, 
eh, Walton ? " exclaimed Sir Mordaunt. 

" Will that be a safe place, Mr. Walton ? " 
her ladyship wanted to know. 

" As safe as if she were out of sight," I 
answered. " But, Lady Brookes, you mustn't 
pretend to be nervous now. You have 
beaten the worst part of the sea, and after 
such an exploit you should have the nerve 
to face even a fire." 

" Well said I " cried Sir Mordaunt. " And 
let me tell you that this same sea is behav- 
ing to you as a generous enemy should. 
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beautiful complexions, what is sarsaparilla 
compared with salt oxygen ? '' 

"Salt oxygen I " echoed Norie. 

It was evident that Lady Brookes did not 
the less relish her husband's references to 
herself because she looked as though she 
were deaf. 

'' What do you think of salt oxygen, Miss 
Tuke, for a new medical term ? " exclaimed 
Norie, with the admiration in his face that 
was a standing part of it whenever he 
turned it upon Miss Tuke. 

" If it's unintelligible, it should suit the 
doctors," she answered. 

" Are you keeping an account of this 
voyage, Walton ? " sung out Sir Mordaunt. 
*' Logging it, as you nauticos say ? " 

"Why, no; nothing has happened to 
make a beginning with. No use putting 
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down latitude and longitude and state of 
the weather only. Let a whale run into 
us, or let Purchase fall overboard and vanish 
in the hold of a shark, and TU fire away." 

" At that rate, I hope you'll find no occa- 
sion to write at all, Tm sure," quoth her 
ladyship. 

"' If ever I should attempt to tell the story 
of this cruise," said I, '' the yarn wiU con- 
sist merely of loggings. There'd be no story. 
rd tell the truth, and that's all ; enlarge, 
but not imaginatively, upon the 'observa- 
tions/ which you know make a part of 
every log-book." 

" The best sea-books are of that pattern," 
said Sir Mordaunt. " What are ' Tom 
Cringle,' and ' The Midge,' and Dana's fine 
book, and Herman Melville's, but logs — 
amplified jottings ? Your profession has 
never produced a finer writer than Michael 
Scott, Walton. There is more beautiful 
poetry in one page of Michael Scott's sea 
descriptions than in all the ' Islands ' and 



than Gravesend ; and that, I suppose, is the 
reason why they are more popular than the 
other — though they have not a tithe of his 
genius/' 

" Why don't you keep a record of this 
voyage, Miss Tuke ? " said Norie, rather 
languishingly. " Our friend^Walton, I dare 
say, would furnish you with the sea-terms, 
and I should very much enjoy reading your 
descriptions of us all." 

^' Would you ? " said she, with a cold 
smile in her eyes that made the apparently 
naive question a mighty malicious thing to 
my ear, though Norie took it as Peter Bell 
took the primrose. 

Lady Brookes laughed. Miss Ada was 
so much brighter and cleverer than the man 
who addressed her, that no woman could have 
watched the two faces without being pleased. 
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" Ah, I would, indeed," said Norie. " Sir 
Mordaunt, pray beg your niece to keep a 
journal of our travels, arid Til tell you what 
I'll do. K we have time for a run ashore 
when we get to Jamaica, I'll botanize and 
philosophize, and make out a learned chapter 
about the night-hawk, and the tern, and 
the pelican, and the hawk-billed turtle, and 
the lignum vitae, and the brasilletto, and the 
wild cinnamon " 

"Ay, and the green cabbage, and the 
pearly onion, and the land-crab, and the 
floury yam," said Sir Mordaunt, laughing. 
" If my niece is to write a book, she must get 
her interest out of the sea. If we touch 
anywhere it will be to fill our tanks, not to 
philosophize, nor to yellow-feverize either, 
Norie. Besides, man, how long do you 
suppose we mean to be away ? This is not 
a voyage round the world." 

"And the time flies," said I. "Eight 
days out already I and it seems but yester- 
day that we were bowling down the English 



" Where do they begin '? " asked Miss 
Tuke. 

"About seven or eight hundred miles 
further south than where we now are," I 
answered. 

" Do you think your skipper knows any- 
thing about those winds ? " asked Norie, 
jokingly. 

But Sir Mordaunt resented this in his 
mild-mannered way, not only because he had 
great confidence in his captain, but because 
he did not like any doubt to be cast upon 
the fellow's capacity in the presence of 
Lady Brookes. So at least I read it. 

" You ought to know, Norie — but jon do 
know, for I remember telling you — that 
Purchase has been to sea ever since he was a 
boy, and has sailed as man or as master in 
all sorts of vessels, in all sorts of seas, and 
in all sorts of weather. You, Walton, should 
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be able to assure our friend that so old a 
sailor as Purchase must know the winds as 
well as he knows his two h3,nds." 

*' Say what you please, Mordaunt, about 
him," exclaimed Lady Mordaunt, unex- 
pectedly, ''I am still of opinion that he 
drinks." 

*' Nonsense, Agnes I Why should you 
believe such a thing ! Have you ever seen 
him drunk ? " 

" Well, if he doesn't drink now, the time 
is not long past when he did drink : of 
that I am sure," said she, emphatically. 
" Mr. Walton — nay, I'll ask you, Mr. Norie 
— did you ever see such little watery " 

" Groggy ? " suggested Norie. 

" 1 say such little watery, Jilmy eyes, in 
the face of a man who has been sober all his 
life ? '' 

"Never," answered Norie, anxious after 
his correction to make amends by agreeing 
warmly. 

*' You must clear your mind, Agnes, of 



effects upon the face which might easily pass 
for symptoms of drink." 

'' Ay," thought I, '' but the weather doesn't 
make a man's breath smell of rum ; " but I 
held my peace. The subject was dropped by 
Lady Brookes rising, and presently we were 
all on deck. 

1 looked in the direction of the ship, and 
observed that her courses were now visible, 
and, as I might tell by an attentive examina- 
tion of her through the telescope, a fragment 
of her hull. She resembled a small moon 
poised upon the blue horizontal line, shining 
as blandly as if the canvas had been self- 
luminous. The light breeze still held, and 
the schooner was slipping through the water 
very nimbly. Indeed, shortly after we 
arrived on deck the log was hove, and the 
speed made out to be five knots, which I 



THE "LADY MAUD." 186 

y thought remarkable, considering the light- 
ness of the air. The lofty rig, however, of 
the Lady Maud greatly helped her in light 
breezes. She carried no spinnaker, but 
instead a squaresail that was made of very 
fine canvas, light as duck, and that was set 
from the deck ; and I have seen it full and 
round, and the schooner breaking the brass- 
like waters into ripples, and churning up a 
wake under the pulling of it, when the other 
canvas has hung up and down without a stir. 
We had that sail set now, and every other 
cloth besides, including'a fore-topmast stud- 
ding-sail that overhung the water and shone 
in it like a shallow bottom of silver sand ; 
and every sail being as white as milk, and 
the sunshine white too, the appearance of the 
stately gleaming heights, silently doing their 
work, was exceedingly beautiful. 

We gathered together under the awning, 
for the sun was very fierce, but after a while 
Miss Tuke went below, and began to play 
and sing. She had no "touch," as it is 



ing crept by until old Purchase came on 
deck just before noon to hunt after the sun, 
having apparently slept off the effects of the 
dram he had swallowed in the morning 
watch. 

By this time we had overhauled the ship 
to within a couple of miles, and there she 
lay, steady as a cloud, about two points on 
our lee bow. I had not been giving her 
much attention for some time, owing to a 
very lively novel I had taken from a pile of 
volumes upon the skylight; but being dis- 
turbed by old Purchase's sprawling search 
for the sun, I looked up and noticed how 
near the ship was, and so, putting down 
the book, I took the glass and examined 
her. 

She was a long, frigate-built merchant- 
man, with painted ports. Her square yards 
and short royal mastheads made her look 



I 
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very handsome aloft. She had a long poop 
and top-gallant forecastle, and big cabin 
windows which caught the sunshine and 
flashed streams of light in the still blue 
water under her. Her sails were beautifully 
cut, her large channels gave the standing 
rigging a wide spread ; and, deep as she was, 
yet I could just catch the greenish gleam of 
her copper a trifle below the sparkling blue 
surface over which she was faintly moving. 
I noticed with some wonder that she had a 
number of flags hanging along her awning, in 
such a way as to hide all that part of the 
deck save the taffrail. This gave her an un- 
commonly gay appearance. The flags were of 
all colours, and the contrast of them with 
the white awning and the black and white 
sides of the ship was very striking. 

On a sudden I caught sight of her name, 
painted in large characters on her stern. 

" Sir Mordaunt I " I exclaimed, looking 
around, " I recognize an old friend yonder. 
Ten years ago I was second mate of that 



coming over to me and taking the glass, 
*^ It only proves what a little world this is 
— even at sea." He ogled the ship. " But 
what is the meaning of those flags ? It isn't 
the Queen's birthday, is it ? Are they 
having a baU aboard of her ? " 

" There's a jollification of some kind going 
on," said I. " Can you make out any of her 
people ? " ^8bS-^ '^ 

*^ I see some figures at the tajQTrail." 

" Let us signalise her," said I. 

" To be sure ! " he exclaimed. " Here, 
Purchase," he called, " signal that vessel, will 
you ? " 

The old fellow had " made eight bells " 
some time before. He put down his sex- 
tant, rolled aft, and hoisted the ensign. Miss 
Tuke now joined us, and we stood watching. 
Presently a spot of red glimmered at the 
ship's stern, it soared, and the red ensign 
languidly fluttered at the peak. 
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" Hush ! " cried Miss Tuke ; " don't you 
hear the sound of music ? " 

I listened a moment. 

" Plainly enough," said I. " What on 
earth are they about ? " 

The strains of a band of instruments were 
distinctly audible, though what wind there 
was blew athwart us and towards the ship. 

" Can't you ask them by flags what they 
are doing ? " said Miss Tuke. 

" Quite'easily ; but we shall be within hail 
presently, and that will save us the bother 
of spelling over the signal-book," I answered. 
" How strange to light upon the old hooker 
all these leagues down here ! " 

And I fell a -musing, thinking of the 
months I had passed in her, the watches I 
had kept on her poop, the old crew whose 
faces and names I could distinctly recall, and 
the incidents of the voyage. I own my 
heart warmed up at the sight of that ship. I 
was proud to be able to point to her, and 
say that over and over again I had had 



afloat. But it was not only her appearance 
that kindled me ; the present seemed a mere 
dream when I looked at her, and nothing 
real but the life I had passed aboard of her. 
Any sailor will understand my feelings. 
Jack's love of a ship in which he has sailed 
and been well treated is a genuine sentiment. 
I knew every plank, every rope, I might say 
every nail, in that fabric. 

Looking round, I caught Miss Tuke's eyes 
full upon me. 

" I dare say you would rather be in her 
than here," says she. 

"My dear child," exclaimed Sir Mor- 
daunt, "you should hear Walton talk of 
his blankets having been stolen " 

" Not in ^r," I interrupted. " No, I 
was very comfortable in that boat. But 
don't you believe, Miss Tuke, that I wouldn't 
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rather be where I am. I think of her as 
a man might of an old sweetheart. The 
sight of her makes him pensive ; but does 
that mean that he is sorry they didn't stick 
to each other ? " 

*^ One always returns to one's first love," 
said she, laughing. 

" So this meeting proves," said I. " Sir 
Mordaunt, you must lay me alongside — not 
to board her, but to talk. Perhaps I know 
her skipper ; and, besides, we can hear the 
music, and if Lady Brookes won't object, 
we might turn to and shake a foot to it, to 
keep the people yonder company. But I 
should like to know the meaning of that 
follification. Cheerfulness is rather uncom- 
mon in a ship a few days out from home." 

But we were drawing closer and closer all 
the time we were chatting about her, and 
before the tiffin bell called us below we were 
near enough to discern with the naked 
eye the people who came and went at her 
taifrail. The wind, however, was almost 



As we sat at lunch we could hear the music 
aboard the ship quite distinctly through the 
open scuttles and skylights. Listening to 
it made it hard for us to realize that we 
were hundreds of miles away from the 
nearest point of land, and nothing in sight 
but that ship and the waters of the Atlantic. 
The music made it seem as though we were 
in harbour, and that by going on deck we 
should see piers and cliflFs and people walk- 
ing about, 

"Perhaps they have a great man on 
board," surmised the baronet; "and this 
may be his birthday." 

"Maybe a governor. A governor be- 
comes a great man the moment he quits 
London," said L 

" I wish this yacht were a steamer," said 
Lady Brookes pettishly — having been look- 
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ing for some moments through the skylights 
at the sails, which were faintly stirred by the 
swell — with an expression of lassitude in her 
face. 

"Why, Agnes, I would have hired a 
steamer, my love, had not the whole summer 
been before us," answered Sir Mordaunt. 
" But you would not have been so comfort- 
able. The smell of the engine-room is 
always about. On such a, day as this it 
would be exceedingly unpleasant ; and the 
throbbing and champing of the engines is 
very harassing in a small vessel." 

" That is so, indeed," said I, backing my 
friend as usual in these encounters. " Steam 
is all very well for despatch, but when you 
are not in a hurry you must choose a sailing 
vessel. You enjoy expectations in a sailing 
ship which steam defrauds you of. How 
will the wind blow ? Will this calm last ? 
When a breeze springs up, will it be 
foul or fair ? In a steamer you don't think 
of these things. You plod on like a pack- 

VOL. I. 



chucked his tarpaulin overboard, blacked his 
face, and gone with a shovel into the 
l)unkers. He is no longer sailor, but stoker, 
and all our maritime notions have been 
melted down into the propeller." 

'*I don't think you would like the Lady 
Maud, aunt, if she were a steamer," said 
Miss Ada. " There would be no snow-white 
sails," lifting up her beautiful eyes, "and 
we should be constantly peeping into the 
looking-glass, to see if there were smuts on 



our noses." 



"Better smuts than stagnation," mur- 
mured her ladyship. " We may be stuck 
without motion upon this sea for the next 
month." 

Evidently the heat made her peevish, and 
besides, as an invalid, certain obligations 
of temper were imposed upon her which she 
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was bound to fulfil. I changed the subject 
by talking of the ship, and when lunch was 
over we all returned on deck, Lady Brookes 
excepted, who complained of languor and 
went to her cabin, though I was inclined to 
attribute her withdrawal to spleen. 



CHAPTER VI. 

We had passed an hour over luncheon, and 
on arriving on deck I was surprised to notice 
how we had neared the ship in that time, 
though the calm was now profound, the 
water running like a surface of oil into the 
sultry horizon, where the sea-line trembled 
in the haze of heat, and was here and there 
indistinguishable from the swimming sky. 
Whether vessels becalmed together at sea do 
actually attract each other, as sailors believe, 
I cannot positively say ; but their tendency 
to close is unquestionable, and is often a 
source of inconvenience and even of danger 
when there is a swell on. 

The ship had swung with her stem dead 
on to us, but owing to the shadow cast by 
the tent - like envelopment of flags and 
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awning over her poop, it was impossible to 
see along her decks ; but there was a small 
crowd of people looking at us over her 
taffrail, and we could see their faces, though 
too far off to distinguish their lineaments. 

"We might hail her, Sir Mordaunt," I 
suggested, " and find out where she's bound 
to, and what the jollification is about." 

"Call to her, will you, Walton? You 
know what to say." 

" Purchase had better sing out first," said 
I. " He's skipper, and I mustn't usurp his 
functions." 

On this he turned to Purchase and re- 
quested him to speak the ship. The okl 
chap clambered on to the bulwark, and 
passing his arm round a backstay, bawled in 
his deep, gruff, wheezy note, " Ship ahoy ! " 

After a short pause a figure jumped on 
to the taffraH. " Hillo ! " 

"What ship is that?" rattled out Pur- 
chase. 

"The 2>irfo." 



^^ Didn't I say so? "said I. 

'* What's the name of your yacht ? " came 
from the ship. 

" The Lady Maud, from the Hisle o' 
AVight, bound to the West Hindies ! " voci- 
ferated old Purchase, pulling off his brass- 
1)ound cap, and mopping his bald pate with 
a red handkerchief which he extracted from 
the bottom of his head-gear. At this poiut 
tlie band of music • that was apparently 
stationed on the forecastle struck up " Auld 
Lang Syne," and Purchase dropped with the 
unwieldiness of a bear off the bulwarks. It 
was now my turn. I sprang on to the rail 
and waved my hand, in token that I had 
something to say. The man who had an- 
swered Purchase looked towards his fore- 
castle and made a gesture, and after a bit 
the music stopped. 
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'' Ship ahoy ! " I shouted. 

" Hillo ! " 

"Will you be good enough to give me 
the name of your commander ? " 

** Captain Robert Spenser." 

" He was chief oflScer when I was in her," 
said I to Sir Mordaunt. " See now if he 
recollects me." I again addressed the ship. 
"Will you ask him if he remembers Mr. 
Edmund Walton, who was second officer 
under him in Captain TurnbulFs time ? " 

This conversation had brought a crowd 
of people to the stern of the vessel. They 
were as thick as flies, and I noted a number 
of heads forking over the side of the ship, 
trying to catch a sight of us, while some 
men got into the main and fore rigging to 
look. 

" Perfectly well," came back the reply, as 
clear as a bell, over the polished surface 
between the two vessels. "Are you Mr. 
Walton ? " 

"lam." 



Sir Mordaunt, much interested in, and even 
excited by, this colloquy. " These are the 
mild adventures I enjoy." 

I hailed my old shipmate again, and 
asked him to come aboard, an invitation he 
promptly accepted; and in a few minutes 
a couple of midshipmen jumped into the 
white gig that was slung over the stem of 
the Dido, and she was lowered smartly into 
the water and hauled round to the gangway. 
After a short delay, during which, I pre- 
sumed, Spenser had dived below to furbish 
himself up for his visit, he got into the boat, 
in which four more midshipmen had seated 
themselves, making a crew of six, and 
shoved off; and had the Dido been a man- 
of-war, no better effect could have been pro- 
duced than that white boat ripping up the 
sea under the flash of the long gleaming 
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oars, and the ship behind gently immersing 
her deep sides in the shining swell, and 
bringing them out, and a couple of feet of 
her copper as well, sometimes, all glittering 
and streaming with wet ; whilst the centre 
folds of her symmetrical canvas, that looked 
like marble against the blue, flapped smartly 
into the masts, and sent across the water the 
musical clanking of chains and the chafing 
of blocks and the quick rattle of reef-points. 

The boat came alongside, and I received 
my old friend at the gangway. We shook 
hands cordially, and I introduced him to Sir 
Mordaunt and Miss Tuke. 

It was many years since I had seen him, 
but I should have known him at once. He 
was when I was at sea with him, and still 
remained, one of the best-looking men I had 
ever seen, fair, sunburnt, slightly above the 
middle height, his profession stamped upon 
every movement, yet without the least 
nautical assumption or " shoppishness," of 
a most amiable disposition, at this time 



you command here ? " looking about him 
with great admiration. " I thought you had 
cut the sea — driven out of it by a legacy ? " 
• I briefly explained how I happened to be 
in the yacht, and the object of the cruise. 

" You are acting wisely, Sir Mordaunt," 
said he. " I am sure the run will greatly 
benefit Lady Brookes. I have a man there," 
pointing to his ship, *' a first-class passenger, 
who has entirely lost his voice, and can only 
speak in a whisper. I am going to carry 
him round the world, and I'll wager before 
we are north of the line again he'll be able 
to bawl as lustily as yonder old gentleman," 
indicating Purchase. 

Wine and tobacco were brought, and we 
seated ourselves for a chat. He told me 
that he had commanded the Dido for the 
last four years, that she was still in the 
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trade she was engaged in when I was her 
second mate, and had become a favourite 
ship with the colonials who visited England. 

" You appear to have a great number of 
people on board," said Sir Mordaunt. 

" One hundred and sixty- nine passengers, 
all told," he answered. " There are above a 
hundred emigrants." 

'* But what is the meaning of those flags 
'along your awning, and the music, Spenser ? " 
said I. "Are your passengers celebrating 
their escape from the mother country ? " 

"No. It's a romance — as interesting, 
Miss Tuke," said he, addressing her, ^^ as 
any exciting chapter in a novel. I'll tell 
you the story in a few words. Among the 
cuddy passengers are a Mr. and Miss 
Wheeler. Mr. Wheeler is an old gentleman, 
and Miss Wheeler (as I will still call her) is 
a young and pretty girl. Of course it is no 
business of mine to make inquiries about 
my passengers ; but no sooner were we fairly 
under weigh, and I had leisure to look about 



understand the girl's miserable dejection. 
She was incessantly fretting, so much so, 
that I was positive more was behind this 
misery than leaving home. Well, to make 
the story short, four evenings ago I was 
talking to some passengers near the wheel, 
when I heard a great noise of quarrelling 
upon the quarter-deck. I went forward to 
see what the matter was, and saw old Mr. 
Wheeler flourishing his arms like a windmill, 
and abusing a young man who was looking 
at him very quietly. A crowd of persons 
stood around, listening evidently with great 
astonishment to the old man's violent lan- 
guage, and wondering at the youngster's 
meek reception of it. I went down on the 
quarter-deck, and took Mr. Wheeler by the 
arm, and led him into the cuddy, and asked 
liim what the matter was. He was fearfully 
excited, and hardly able to speak. How- 
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ever, after a while I managed to calm him 
down, and then he told me his story. He 
was a widower, very fond of his daughter, 
and anxious, of course, about her future. 
The girl, behind his back, had fallen in love 
with a young fellow, and betrothed herself. 
Mr. Wheeler found this out, and tried to 
prevent them from meeting. That, of course, 
was a hard job for a man engaged every day 
in business in the City,'' said he, laughing, 
" and I suppose his efforts failed. Afraid 
tliat his daughter would elope, he resolved 
to carry her to the other side of the world, 
to Sydney, where he has a sister. He made 
arrangements for a year's absence, and took 
ship in the Dido. But love is not to be 
outwitted by old age. I suppose Miss 
Wheeler told her sweetheart what her father 
meant to do; for, will you credit it, the 
rogue paid his money for the 'tween-decks, 
came aboard in the dark, and lay hid among 
the emigrants until the ship was clear of the 
Channel. So here they were all together 



— upon the quarter-deck, saw through the 
whole thing, rushed down, and fell upon 
him with his tongue. And what, think 
you, is the upshot of this marine romance ? " 
continued Spenser, laughing heartily. " You 
will, of course, hold me responsible. Miss 
Tuke, when I tell you that my heart being 
melted by the poor girl's grief and the young 
fellow's loyalty, and learning from old 
Wheeler that Stephenson was a gentleman 
by birth, that his antecedents were honest, 
and that there was nothing against him but 
his poverty — no great crime in a lover when 
his sweetheart's father earns three thousand 
a year, which I believe is old Wheeler's 
value — 1 went to work to reconcile the en- 
3;aged parent to what I told him was a 
stroke of destiny ; and getting some of the 
passengers to help me, reasoned, urged, en- 
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treated, and so effectually got him into a 
corner, that, after sulking for a day, he 
called us to his cabin, and said that, since 
matters had come to that pass, he would 
risk no further disgrace, and had therefore 
resolved that his daughter should be married 
at once. And married they were — this very 
morning ; and, the weather being fine, we 
dressed the ship, and are going to have a 
feast and a dance this evening." 

" So, Miss Tuke," said I, " here is a real 
adventure for you at last." 

" I should like to have seen them married," 
said she. 

" It was a very pretty sight, I assure 
you," exclaimed Spenser. "We have a 
parson aboard, and everything was perfectly 
shipshape. We turned the cuddy into a 
church, and all hands put on their Sunday 
clothes ; and as we have a good many ladies 
among the first-class passengers, there was 
no want of colour. Speeches were made at 
lunch, which we called breakfast in honour 



Sir Mordaunt. Miss Tuke, you will come, 
I hope ? We've got a band of music aboard 
— three or four fiddles, and a harp and a 
trombone and a cornet, most of which are 
among the steerage passengers, though the 
cornet belongs to the cuddy; and as we 
shall light the decks, and all hands will 
dance — the saloon passengers aft, the others 
on the main-deck, and Jack on his forecastle 
— the sight will be worth seeing, and help 
to relieve the tedium of a sea voyage. We 
dine at half-past five." 

Sir Mordaunt hung in the wind a minute 
or so over this invitation to dinner. I was 
afraid he was going to refuse, which I 
should have regretted, as Spenser was full 
of heartiness, and might have misconstrued 
a refusal. Miss Tuke looked anxiously 
enough at her uncle to make him see she 
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wanted him to accept. Suddenly he said, 
" You are very good, captain, and we shall 
be happy to join you. But what about the 
weather ? " 

**Have no fear,'' said Spenser. "Leave 
the weather to me." 

*' You can safely do that," said I. " The 
weather and Spenser are old cronies, and 
thoroughly understand each other." 

" I hope Lady Brookes will accompany 
you," said Spenser. 

" I shall certainly endeavour to persuade 
her," answered Sir Mordaunt. 

Captain Spenser remained on board the 
yacht for about a quarter of an hour, during 
which time Sir Mordaunt showed him over 
the vessel, whilst Miss Tuke and I and 
Norie talked with the midshipmen, whom I 
had called up out of the boat to look at the 
yacht and drink a glass of wine. In those 
days of large and handsome sailing ships, 
the merchant service was reckoned scarcely 
inferior to the navy ; and having regard to 
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she carried twelve midshipmen, most of them 
lads from Eton and Harrow, and, with one 
exception only, the sons of gentlemen. She 
had now but eight midshipmen, six of 
whom had pulled their skipper aboard of us, 
and very gentlemanly young fellows these 
six were, with a dash of schoolboy shyness 
that was not unbecoming, and a frank 
straightforward way of answering questions. 
They were rigged out in white trousers, 
brass-bound jackets, and cloth caps, with a 
gold badge over the peak ; no waistcoats, but, 
instead, large silk handkerchiefs loosely tied 
round the open collars of their shirts. Of 
course none of them knew me, for I had 
given up the sea when they were little boys 
at school ; but they soon saw that their ship 
had been an old home of mine by the ques- 
tions I asked. 

After a while Sir Mordaunt came up from 
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below with Captain Spenser, who, after 
swallowing another bumper of claret and 
lighting a cigar, got into his boat, telling ns, 
in his hearty fashion, not to be later than 
five, and not to trouble about the weather, 
for that he would warrant the calm for some 
hours yet ; and as the oars dropped into the 
sea, that was like a sheet of quicksilver, he 
raised his hat, and away dashed the boat, 
soiling the beautiful, breathless, burnished, 
and yet slowly-heaving surface, like moisture 
upon a looking-glass. 

Shortly after he was gone. Lady Brookes 
came on deck. She stood a moment or two 
in the companion, looking at the ship — not 
as if to admire the delicate and ivory-like 
fabric that swung upon the water, which her 
reflection filled with colour, so as to remind 
me of the silver plate of a daguerreotype, 
with various hues shooting across it at every 
heave of the swell, but — as if considering that 
she was too close, and a source of danger. 

**How near we are to that ship, Mor- 
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me least Dreatii ot air will waft the yaclit 
clear of her. We have just had a visit from 
her captain, a most gentlemanly, sailorly 
man, an old friend of Walton's, and he has 
asked ns to join them in a merry-making 
they are holding over a most romantic 
incident." And he told her the story of old 
Wheeler and his daughter, and wound up 
by saying that Captain Spenser was anxious 
she should dine with him, and see the 
dancing. 

" But how are we to reach the ship ? '' 
said she, looking doubtingly and yet as if 
she had a mind to go too. 

'' Why, in that boat," answered her hus- 
band, pointing to a whaling-built semi-life- 
boat hanging at the davits. 

" Oh," said she, drawing back in her chair, 
''if that's the only way of reaching the 
ship, ril stop where I am." 
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I should have liked to ask her if she 
could suggest any other way. 

" There will be no danger, aunt," pleaded 
Miss Tuke. ^'You will be very much 
amused. Captain Spenser is an exceedingly 
agreeable man ; and think of the romance, 
aunt ! It would make me miserable for the 
wind to get up and carry us away, without 
seeing the bride and her husband." 

" And old Wheeler," said Norie. 

ft 

But it was no good. If there were any 
other mode of getting on board the ship she 
wouldn't mind going ; but nothing, she said, 
could induce her to trust herself in a little 
boat. And the glitter in her eyes, and the 
twist in the corners of her mouth, made us 
all see that it was time to leave off persuad- 
ing her. 

I was afraid Miss Tuke would have been 
disappointed after all ; for shortly after four 
o'clock the water in the south-west darkened 
under a small wind that came along over 
the breathing swell very slowly, but still, as 



the coming slant he should not expect us to 
stop, though he was quite willing to lay his 
main yards aback for a couple of hours, if we 
would heave the schooner to and go aboard. 
However, the puff turned out to be a mere 
catspaw, that expended itself in a few minutes, 
leaving the water glass-smooth again, and 
fading away from us in the east like the 
shadow of a cloud running over the sea ; but 
it was of some use too, for it enabled us to 
forge ahead of the ship, and give her a wider 
berth, though it left us within speaking 
distance, and near enough to let us see her 
people, and have the whole image of the 
vessel before us in bright and beautiful com- 
pleteness. When the time came for us to 
go, Sir Mordaunt did not much like leaving 
his wife alone ; observing which, Norie very 
humanely offered to stop and keep her lady- 
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ship company, for which I was not sorry, 
and, the boat being manned, we got into her 
and headed for the ship. As we approached, 
the band on the forecastle struck up, ^^ See, 
the conquering hero comes ! " which made 
me laugh heartily. 

*^Do you notice the women looking at 
us over the bulwarks ? " said I to Miss 
Tuke. 

" I must ask Captain Spenser to let me 
go over the ship," said she. "I should 
like to see where the emigrants sleep and 
live." 

" ril take you below," I answered. 

*' I hope the saloon passengers won't think 
us intrusive," said Sir Mordaunt. " I was 
for declining your friend's invitation at first, 
and proposing to visit him for an hour after 
dinner ; but I wasn't sure that niy wife 
wouldn't come, and I thought it would be a 
pleasant break for her, and a real experience 
to remember and talk over." 

^^A ship's captain may entertain whom he 



was lined with heads watching us as we 
approached, and I fancy that we were all 
three somewhat embarrassed to find ourselves 
the cynosure of so great a number of eyes, 
and being rowed to the martial music of the 
band. They had thrown a gangway ladder 
over the side, with white man-ropes to hold 
by, and a grating at the bottom to step out 
upon. We swept alongside in man-of-war 
style, hooked on, and I jumped out, giving 
Miss Tuke a hand, and followed her and Sir 
Mordaunt on deck. Spenser and his chief 
officer received us at the gangway, but though 
memory and my old traditions were never 
stronger in me than at that moment, I confess, 
after the quietness of the schooner's deck, the 
crowds of emigrants, seamen, and other people 
who coDgregated near the gangway to see us 
arrive, coupled with the buzzing of the band, 
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the cackling and lowing and bleating of live 
stock in the long-boat, pens, and hen-coops, 
the crying of babies, and the appearance of 
the decks, dark and even griiny-looking 
after the yacht's, the great coils of running 
rigging,* the massive bulwarks, the huge 
water-casks, and all the rest of the big 
ship's heavy equipment, were positively 
bewildering. 

We were conducted on to the poop, where 
a number of well-dressed ladies and gentle- 
men were walking or sitting. Owing to the 
flags and the awning, this part of the vessel 
was in shadow, and very grateful and 
pleasant the gloom was. Standing at the 
foremost end of the poop, and gazing aft, was 
like looking through a canvas tunnel. The 
deck here was white enough, all the brass 
work finely polished, the shadow variously 
tinted by the blues and reds and yellows of 
the flags, and at the extreme end was the 
large wheel, with the steersman holding it, 
his figure in the sunshine, and making a 



son-in-law. The bridegroom was not par- 
ticularly good-looking, but his manners were 
gentlemanly, and he had very kind, honest 
eyes, and a pleasant laugh. So much I 
remember of him. But his wife's face I have 
before me now, a most beautiful face indeed : 
no artist ever painted or described anything 
more harmonious and uncommon. Rich 
auburn hair, violet eyes, a lovely figure, a smile 
that broke like a light upon her countenance, 
and a soft damask rose-like flush on her cheeks. 
I wondered, when I looked at her, where the 
deuce my friend Spenser's eyes or heart 
could have been, that he had mentioned her 
charms to us so lightly and dispassionately. 
Her indescribable beauty made her husband 
a much less heroical character in my opinion 
than I had been disposed to consider him. 
To follow such a piece of witchery as this to 
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Australia, even as a steerage passenger, was 
a sample of fidelity or fascination infinitely 
beneath the worth of the prize. Had he 
swum down the Channel after the vessel, or 
turned privateersman and captured the ship, 
and borne away his true love to a tropical 
island, in ballad-story fashion, I would have 
credited him with some appreciation of his 
duty as the lover of such a girl. But merely 
to book himself as a third-class passenger in 
the ship in which his sweetheart was outward 
bound, to risk nothing worse than a spell of 
'tween-decks life, with the chance of gaining 
not only a lovely girl, but an heiress — pooh t 
the thing was too commonplace. He was 
no longer romantic — merely a lucky dog. 

I fancy Spenser was rather proud to intro- 
duce Sir Mordaunt to the passengers, and 
they seemed very happy to meet the owner 
of the handsome schooner yacht they had 
been admiring all day. However, we had 
scarcely time to do more than bow, when the 
first dinner bell rang, and everybody bustled 



Mordaunt and I followed Spenser into bis 
den, where we put down our hats and 
trimmed our hair, while our host bundled 
about, full of excitement and gratification ; 
lamenting Lady Brookes' absence, and offer- 
ing to send a boat for her; envying Sir 
Mordaunt's ownership of the Lady Maud; 
cracking jokes over the recent nuptials ; 
squinting at his log-book, and giving me 
the result of his '^ sights'' at noon ; calling up 
merry recollections in me by swift reference 
to the old skipper we had sailed under ; all 
in a breath, as I may say. 

The second bell rang, and we sallied forth 
into the cuddy. The scene was a lively one. 
A long table ran down the centre of the 
great cabin, with a short one across it atop, 
making the shape of a T, and these tables 
being dressed for dinner, covered with plate 
and china and glass and flowers, made the 
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cuddy look as if a Lord Mayor were going 
to give a feast in it ; whilst, punctual to the 
summons, out of the row of cabins which 
flanked the table on either hand issued the 
passengers, talking and laughing, silk dresses 
rustling, fans playing ; and presently we were 
all at table. Sir Mordaunt and Miss Tuke 
beside the skipper at the head, I plump 
opposite the bride and bridegroom, and next 
to old Wheeler, and all the way up and 
down, and crosswise at the top table, an 
agreeable alternation of male and female 
figures. 

A strange scene to tumble upon in mid 
ocean I I looked at Sir Mordaunt and his 
niece, and saw they were taking it all in, and 
heartily enjoying the novel experience. 

Passenger vessels of the Dido class are 
fast becoming things of the past, and I am 
disposed to dwell upon this interior, and the 
whole picture of the vessel, because in a few 
years hence it will be hard to meet anybody 
who remembers that kind of ship, or who 



months. The Dido was ten days out (so her 
chief mate told me), but her passengers had 
recovered from their sea-sickness, and had 
got to know each other, as I might easily 
have guessed by- looking around me. Most 
of them were Australians, returning from a 
visit to England, well-bred, quiet people, 
extremely genial in their manners, without 
an atom of brag or swagger in them, and 
•nothing whatever about them to distinguish 
them as colonials. 

Distance has much to do with sympathy, 
and it is no doubt because Australia is on 
the other side of the world, and because 
America is only on the other side of the 
Atlantic, that our wonder should be dedi- 
cated so largely to the Yankees as to leave 
us almost nothing for the Australians. But 
surely if these last are not a greater people 
than the Americans they are fully as great. 
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Is it because their magnificent cities, their 
grand industries, have sprung into being 
without any flourish of trumpets, that we 
undervalue the intrepid toil of a race of men 
whose entirely English genius has brought 
into the very first rank of civilization a large 
portion of a mighty continent, the very dis 
covery of which, one might say, is so recent 
that there are men now living whose fathers, 
when schoolboys, learnt geography from 
maps in which the South Pacific, from the 
confines of the Indian Ocean in the east, and 
from the parallel of Java in the south, was 
little better than a blank ! Science may 
bring Australia nearer to us than we now 
have it ; and perhaps then, when sympathy 
can no longer plead impoverishment by 
remoteness, we shall rightly appreciate the 
quiet, unboastful, but gigantic achievements 
of a people who are our own flesh and blood 
in a very difierent sense from what is meant 
when we speak of the Americans as kins- 
men. 
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Every passenger seemed to look upon us 
as his own particular guests, and Sir Mor- 
daunt and I were being constantly called 
upon to drink wine with one or another — 
this genial fashion surviving in ships of the 
Dido class long after it was extinct ashore 
— and we were all three of us fairly embar 
rassed by the attention paid us. Still, it 
was very nice, though it increased my regret 
at Lady Brookes' absence, because her pre- 
sence would have added a great zest to 
her husband's gratification. Miss Tuke en- 
joyed herself thoroughly. She won every- 
body's heart within reach of her eyes and 
voice, and the whole spirit of the scene — 
delightfully novel and entertaining to her 
— was reflected in her sweet and radiant 
face. 

I was careful to take wine with the bride 
and bridegroom, to the former of whom I 
made the most gracious bow I was master 
of, as a feeble expression of the admiratioi 
she had kindled in me ; and when this 
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performance was over I turned to old Mr. 
Wheeler, and conveyed all sorts of good 
wishes for the young couple into his ear. 

" I suppose you know, sir, how it all 
came about ? " said he. He was a rather 
pompous-looking old chap, with a face like 
John Bright's, a great satin stock round his 
neck, and stiff shirt collars, which obliged 
him to move his body as far as his waist — 
or where his waist ought to have been, for 
he was as round as an apple under his waist- 
coat — when he turned his head. 

I answered that I had heard the interest- 
ing and romantic story from my friend 
Captain Spenser. 

*^ I certainly hope they will be happy,'* 
said he. '* In the mean while, I don't like 
the idea of taking a voyage to Australia for 
no other purpose than to get home again. 
I left London at a great inconvenience to 
myself and others, and I see no prospect of 
returning under the time I expected to be 
absent." 

VOL. I. Q 
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'* If we come across one I shall do so, sir. 
As yet we have encountered nothing but 
your yacht, and she is not going the way 
I want to take," he answered. ^' But it 
may all be for the best," said he, with an 
effort. ^' I am reconciled. I shall settle 
them in Australia, if we get there, where 
Mr. Stephenson may be able to add to his 
wife's income. And — and I hope they will 
be happy." 

He gulped down the contents of a wine- 
glass, and looked severely at the swinging 
tray opposite him. I caught his daughter 
eyeing him nervously, but her husband 
whispered something to her, whereat she 
smiled and turned her face towards him, 
with a look so brimful of love and happi- 
ness, that I was ass enough — seeing that I 
was not tbe recipient of that glorious ex- 
pression — to feel a good deal moved by it. 
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Out of the fulness of the heart the mouth 
speaketh. Old Mr. Wheeler seemed to have 
been more candid with me than he intended, 
for he hung back after this, as though he 
feared that any topic we should get upon 
would lead him back to this business of his 
daughter. 

It was close upon seven o'clock when we 
left the table, and knowing there was not 
much to be seen of the sea from the poop, 
in consequence of the flags, I left the cuddy 
by the quarter-deck entrance, and stood 
there a few minutes, looking at the yaclit 
and the water. The evening was quite 
breathless, and the ocean a polished surface 
of pale violet under the deeply pure azure 
of the heavens, upon which not a fragment 
of cloud was visible. The yacht lay full in 
the setting sun, about three-quarters of a 
mile on our port bow. She had swung 
broadside on, and lay heaving her fine 
symmetrical length upon the swell, that 
shook the folds of her canvas so as to 
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upon the bulwarks and on the forecastle, 
looking at her ; but many others were 
eating tlieir suppers on deck, squatting in 
whole fauiilies round their hook-pots of tea 
and tin dishes of biscuit, and the savings 
of tlieir midday meal of salt pork or junk, 
and making the decks of the fine ship 
picturesquely squalid. Indeed, the scene 
in the hands of a good artist would have 
made a canvas likely to debiin you in front 
of it a long while. The great white masts ; 
the huge mainsail, hanging by the leech- 
Hues and slab-lines and clew-garnets ; the 
long-bivit forwiutl on chocks, full of pigs 
which woiv grunting and squeaking ; the 
big 5ijv\re boinus over the boat ; and, just 
Iwond, the ir^dlov. with blue smoke goincr 
up 5itA'aight out of its chimnev ; the somewhat 
sfvimv maiu-dovk. with its water-casks, 
ca^v^tau^ and wiuch ; the square main-hateh 
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amidships ; the solid bulwarks on either side, 
crowded with belaying-pins, over which hung 
coils of running gear ; the shrouds and back- 
stays soaring like solid bars of black iron 
into the giddy heights ; the forecastle right 
away forward, like an elevated platform, 
crowded with lounging men, women, and 
children ; and the groups of people covering 
the deck from the mainmast to the galley ; 
did, in the solemn sunset light that was 
making a blinding glory of the sea in the 
west, and filling the air with a crimson 
haze, make a most impressive picture, the 
effect of which was grandly heightened by 
the leagues upon leagues of ocean stretching 
around in majestic loneliness. 

Whilst I stood gazing, I heard my name 
softly called, and, looking up, I saw Miss 
Tuke leaning over the brass rail that pro- 
tected the fore part of the poop. Alongside 
of her stood the first mate, a man named 
Woodman. I joined them ; and as I 
ascended the poop ladder, I caught sight 
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^^Mr. Walton," said Miss Tuke, "re- 
member your promise to take me downstairs 
to see where the emigrants sleep and live. 
]\Ir. Woodman is kind enough to say he will 
accompany us." 

" By all means let us go," said I. " But 
first let me ask you what you think of this 
scene. Is it not a sight worth coming to 
see ? " 

"It is indeed. I should have been very 
sorry to miss it. How foolish my aunt was 
not to join us I Everybody is so kind and 
agreeable. I am sure," said she, looking 
behind her, " had Uncle Mordaunt been 
the Prince of Wales, the reception he has 
had couldn't have been more hearty and 
gratifying." 

As she said this, Spenser bustled out of 
the crowd that was gathered around the 
baronet, and came running our way. 
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"I say, Mr. Woodman/' he sung out, 
" are the boat's crew about ? — I mean the 
yachtsmen. Just tell them to jump into 
the boat, will you ? Oh, Miss Tuke, I beg 
your pardon ! And, Walton, how have you 
been getting on, old friend ? IVe prevailed 
on Sir Mordaunt to let me row over to his 
ship, and try my eloquence upon his wife. 
She ought really to be with us — and the 
doctor, too. ril bring 'em both — I'll bring 
'em both I " And in a high state of excite- 
ment, with his fine eyes aglow and his 
handsome face flushed, he toppled over on 
to the quarter-deck, and in a few moments 
was rowing for the yacht. 

" Lady Brookes won't come," said Miss 
Tuke, laughing and shaking her head. 
" He'll soon tire of trying to persuade her." 

Here Mr. Woodman joined us, and 
without more ado we left the poop. One 
way into the 'tween-decks was by the 
booby-hatch, as it is called — or was called, 
for marine things have changed names since 



one of the gratings was off for the admission 
of air ; but there was no ladder, and so we 
could not get into the 'tween-decks that 
way. Miss Tuke looked down into what 
must have resembled the bottom of a well 
to her, and hesitated ; but just then a 
woman, holding a baby in one arm, forked 
out of the gloom, gained the deck, and went 
forward. 

'' If she can come up, I ought to be able 
to get down," said Miss Tuke. 

" Let me go first,'' said I, " so that, if you 
should fall, I shall be at hand to shore 
you up." 

"And if you will give me your hand," 
said Mr. Woodman, "I will support you 
from this end." 

She put her foot over — it was a very 
small one — and with our help reached the 
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lower deck safely. The mate was for 
shoving forward into the gloom at once, 
knowing the ropes ; but Miss Tuke and I 
preferred to stand at gaze for a minute or 
two, until our eyes had got their right 
focus. Then, bit by bit, the old familiar 
scene (to me) grew defined among the 
shadows. The first object that courted the 
eye was the immensely thick mainmast, 
that looked as big as the funnel of an 
ironclad, between the decks. Beyond was 
the main hatchway, the gratings of which 
let down a little light, but not enough to 
penetrate far, nor to perplex the illumi- 
nation of a lamp that hung near the main- 
mast, and that swayed to and fro as the 
ship leaned with the swell. There was a 
long row of berths on the ports side, into 
one of which I poked my head, meaning 
that Miss Tuke should look, but instantly 
shut the door, on perceiving a woman and 
two children lying in the upper bunk, and 
a man soimd asleep under a big top- 



rest. Here were three bunks fiiied with 
rude bedding, miserable straw mattresses, 
coarse brown blankets, and petticoats and 
breeches in bundles for pillows ; a couple 
of crazy old boxes on the deck, which I 
suspected, by the look of the hinges, had 
been dashed about by the motion of the 
ship, and forced to vomit their wretched 
contents more than once, and here and there 
a tin dish, an old cap, a boot. 

" How would you like three or four 
months of this sort of thing ? " said I to 
Miss Tuke. 

" I could not imagine anything more 
unendurable," she answered. 

Woodman laughed. 

" You see it at its best now," says he. 
'* To thoroughly appreciate it, you should be 
here in dirty weather, when the hatches are 
battened down, and all the emigrants below ; 
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when there is no light beyond what that 
lamp gives ; when the ship is straining 
heavily, and sea-chests and women and 
children go fetching away with every roll, 
and when some of the men are singing, and 
some of the women quarrelling, and all the 
youngsters are squalling. Eh, Mr. Walton, 
I think you have an emigrant ship's 'tween- 
decks in perfection at such a time ? " 

Though most of the owners of the cabins 
were on deck, some score or more were 
below. In one place four men, dressed as 
English artisans, seated round a chest and 
playing at cards, silently and with a certain 
austere earnestness ; in another place a 
woman, seated on a bundle of some kind 
or other, against a large box that served 
her for a table, around which were gathered/ 
five children, to whom she was handing 
pieces of biscuit, whilst a baby lay against 
her bosom that was barely concealed by a 
small red shawl over her shoulders. Here 
a man lay flat on the deck, his head pillowed 



rag that had been twisted up into the 
likeness of a doll, with a rope yam tied 
around it to distinguish the head from the 
stern. None of these people took any 
notice of us. 

Miss Tuke looked about her without 
speaking. It was all new to her, and 
painful to see. The poor woman feeding 
her children, with the baby at her breast, 
the whole of them miserably clothed, and 
their meal no more than black tea and 
biscuit, formed a really moving sight ; 
because, in addition to what the eye saw, 
the imagination added the pain of quitting 
her native country, perhaps for good, the 
misery and suffering of a long voyage, with 
a strange land at the end, without, it might 
be, a friend to give her a welcome. But 
God tempers the wind to the shorn lamb. 
'Certimfly th^se Deople did not feel their 
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condition with the acuteness that a woman 
like Miss Tuke, who could only think of 
their lot in contrast with her own, would 
imagine. 

There was not much more to see, except 
the midshipmen's berth, into which I put my 
head, but found the long narrow cabin, with 
its double row of bunks and slip of table 
travelling on stanchions, empty, for the 
young fellows would of course be on deck, 
waiting to cut a caper, and to show off their 
buttons and white pants. So we made for 
the booby-hatch, and helped Miss Tuke into 
the pure air, much after the manner in 
which we had assisted her below. 

As we emerged, I saw a crowd of people at 
the open gangway, and, to my surprise, who 
should come over the side but Lady Brookes, 
gallantly handed up by Spenser. 

" Hang 'em ! those good-looking fellows 
can do anything they please," said I to Miss 
Tuke; and we went forward to welcome 
her ladyship, and congratulate her on her 



deck to see her arrive. Captain Spenser's 
gallantry, however, knew no limits, and de- 
served silk stockings and a laced coat ; for, 
holding his hat in one hand and her lady- 
ship's fingers in the other, he conducted her 
on to the poop, where T wondered he did not 
get in front of her, and walk backwards. 
Presently she was in the thick of the pas- 
sengers, alongside her husband. 

" Now Sir Mordaunt's happiness will be 
complete,'' said I. 

'' There's Mr. Norie 1 " exclaimed Miss 
Tuke, and, catching sight of her, he ran up 
to us. 

Of course he had arrived with Lady 
Brookes, but I did not see him come over 
the side. He was all bustle and satisfaction 
and chatter. 

" The captain was irresistible ! " he ex- 
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claimed. " Such a coaxer I never listened 
to. Miss Tuke, you should have seen Lady- 
Brookes melt away under his entreaties I 
Heaven defend us 1 h^d there been any wind, 
and that handsome fellow had proposed to 
run away with the yacht, dash me if I don't 

think " 

" He'd have carried you with him, eh ? " 
I interrupted, noticing that Miss Tuke looked 
away, as if she thought the medico was out- 
talking his judgment ; for undoubtedly the 
difference between Sir Mordaunt and Lady 
Brookes' age did somehow make wild talk of 
this kind more of a mistake than it seemed 
to be. "Look at those decks, Norie, and 
congratulate yourself upon having yonder 
beautiful, milk-white, quiet sea-home to re- 
turn to when we have had enough of this ; " 
and I pointed to the yacht, that the swing of 
the ship had brought on to our port beam, and 
whose nose was at us, bringing her two masts 
into one, which swayed their snow-like canvas 
from side to side, like the languid beating of 




minated the heavens, and flung a most rich 
and lovely twilight upon the face of the 
breathless deep. 

Conversation, however, was no longer 
possible, for the band of musicians, who had 
been fiddling and blowing on and off all 
day long, got together close to where we 
were standing, and struck up a piece of 
dance music. It seems that all the fellows 
were professionals but one, so the music was 
fairly good, and quite excellent to dance to. 
Whilst these fellows were tuning up, several 
of the crew of the Dido were sprawling about 
the decks in a high state of excitement, 
rigging up lanterns of various kinds and 
sizes around the poop and along the main- 
deck. The illumination was not brilliant, 
but it was very effective, and nothing in its 
way could have been more striking than the 
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appearance of the people shifting their colours 
as they passed out of the light into the 
shadow, with here a red lantern flinging its 
ruby flood upon a space of deck where the 

I 

lustre lay like a great blood-stain, and there 
a coil of rope, a water-cask, a fathom of 
chain cable brightly irradiated by a white 
light, through which the people came and 
went like a procession of ghosts, the gloom 
lying* dense on either side, resembling a flood 
of black water between silver and purple 
banks ; whilst on high were the vague, 
paUid sails, and over them a heaven crowded 
with stars. 

The band, having finished its overture, 
struck up a quadrille. In a great hurry 
Norie asked Miss Tuke to give him the 
dance, and she consented. I preferred to 
look on, and so I got into a corner and 
watched the proceedings. 

The poop was full of gliding figures. I saw 
Sir Mordaunt dancing with the bride, and 
very handsomely he twirled her about, turn- 
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the baronet's vis-d-vis, rolling about in fine 
nautical style, with a very bouncing fat and 
fair partner, whose waist he took every 
opportunity that presented itself to clasp 
and spin round with, as though the only way 
to dance a quadrille was to waltz through it, 
and as though he reckoned that dancing was 
an idle entertainment if it did not involve a 
fair proportion of hugging. 

On the main-deck and forecastle the 
emigrants and seamen were hopping about 
in great glee. Their exercise had no reference 
whatever to the music, only in so far as the 
fiddling and strumming gave them an excuse 
to kick up their heels ; for their perform- 
ances were strictly original, and as numerous 
as the men, women, and children who took 
part in them, and this made the whole scene 
exceedingly amusing. I own I laughed 
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heartily at many of the antics I witnessed, 
particularly at the sailors, some of whom, 
kicked off their shoes, that their legs might 
feel lighter. The people in couples quivered 
about among the lights and shadows, men 
dancing with men, and here and there women 
with women, and the children sprawled 
among their legs and jigged in the scuppers, 
towards which they seemed impelled by their 
irresistible affection for anything that re- 
sembled a gutter, whilst laughter and cheery 
calls and songs floated up and mingled with 
the occasional heavy flapping of canvas. 

And yet full of broad humour as the whole 
scene was — and even the behaviour of the 
select folk aft was not free from this quality, 
for some of their postures and Inovements 
were quite absurd — it was impossible to lift 
one's eyes from the decks to the spacious 
gleaming leagues of silent ocean, bounded by 
the glittering sky, and black as ink under it, 
though brightly reflecting the lustre of the 
larger stars in thin flakes of silver which 



this ship made upon that boundless surface, 
and the littleness of the people whose whole 
world it was for a time, and the paltriness of 
the pastime, pathetic in its paltriness, that 
made them merry, became too violent for 
mirth when that soundless, breathing, ebony 
space of ocean was looked at. 

But thoughts like these would not do. I 
1 )roke away from them, and picking a road 
through the dancers, reached the place where 
l^ady Brookes was sitting, and after a few 
comphments upon her pluck in leaving the 
yacht, asked her if she would give me the 
next dance. No, she was quite unequal to 
dancing, she replied ; but she was very 
amiable, and seemed impressed and amused 
by the scene, and flattered by the civilities 
shown her. 

Presently the quadrille came to an end, 
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and Sir Mordaunt and Miss Tuke and Cap- 
tain Spenser and some others joined Lady- 
Brookes. But the band would not give us 
much rest. In a few moments they burst out 
into a waltz, which I danced with Miss 
Tuke, and was heartily enjoying, when sud- 
denly, as we whirled past Sir Mordaunt, he 
called to me. We stopped, and went back 
to him. 

" Look, Walton," said he, pointing right 
over the stem ; " isn't that a breeze of wind 
coming ? " 

I immediately saw the troubled starlight, 
and the sharper horizon away down upon 
the north-east horizon. 

" Yes," I answered, " there comes some 
wind, certainly ; but it may prove only a 
catspaw." 

*'We ought to get on board the yacht, 
Mordaunt," exclaimed his wife, suddenly, and 
even sharply. 

" Well, complete your dance, Walton. I 
can't interrupt Captain Spenser," said he. 



We finished the waltz, but by the time 
the music had ceased the wind was all about 
us, and the chief mate bawling orders over 
the poop rail. 

" Keep those yards aback 1 Don't forge 
ahead of the yacht ! " panted Spenser, breath- 
less after his caperinsf. 

Sir Mordaunt went up to him with his 
hand extended. 

"My dear sir, you are not going yet? 
You'll disappoint us all if you don't stop and 
join us at the table below ! This is only a 
summer draught — it'll be all gone in a 
moment." 

But Sir Mordaunt would go. It was no 
catspaw that was blowing, but a steady 
gentle breeze, that might freshen fast for all 
we could tell ; and Spenser, probably guessing 
this himself, and certainly seeing by Lady 
Brookes' manner that entreaties would only 
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tease her, ordered the yacht's crew into the 
boat, and at the same time hailed the 
schooner, to let them know we were coming. 
Then followed so much hand-shaking that 
my arm ached again with it. Every soul 
aboard crowded the sides to see us get away, 
and as we shoved off they gave us a hurri- 
cane cheer, which we answered with hearty 
good- will. In a few minutes we gained the 
yacht. Lady Brookes and Miss Tuke were 
carefully handed over the side, the boat 
hoisted, the sails trimmed, and the schooner, 
slightly leaning to the soft wind, was sliding 
as noiselessly as a sleigh over the long-drawn, 
invisible undulations. Neither our departure 
nor the coming on of the breeze, however, 
stopped the fun aboard the Dido. The music 
struck up again whilst our boat was hoisting, 
and at the same time they swung their 
yards, and got way upon the vessel. The 
moon would be late in rising, but the star- 
light was strong, and the ship was tolerably 
distinct, and stood up upon the black water 



distance looked like a number of lights 
ashore ; so that, with the music, you might 
have imagined it was a small town out there, 
and the people winding up a holiday. 

We all stood gazing at her ; but I believe 
Miss Tuke and I found her most significant, 
for we had seen her 'tween-decks, and, as it 
were, looked into her inner life. She was 
making a more southerly course than we, 
which imperceptibly widened the distance 
between us, and diminished her visionary 
and swelling proportions. The increasing 
interval was curiously defined by the sound 
of the music, that grew bit by bit more 
thread-like and minute, until there buzzed 
such a tiny humming, amid which, neverthe- 
less, the tune and time of it could be accu- 
rately followed, as you would have supposed 
only a band of Lilliput musicians could send 
up. 
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"She wai soon be out of sight," said 
Lady Brookes, who stood all this while 
holding her husband's ann and watching 
the ship. 

" Wonderful to think of that vessel — that 
mere fragment like a chip of mother-o'-pearl 
— being full of human beings, and that she 
typifies the whole great world by the cargo 
of hopes and passions and sorrows and 
ambitions which she carries over this black 
ocean I " exclaimed Sir Mordaunt. 

" You want to look at a ship from a 
distance, to comprehend what a very small 
thing man is,'' observed Norie. 

" Small in poii^t of size," said I ; " but a 
wonderful little chap for all that. I am 
never less ashamed of my species than when 
I see a ship, and think of the pluck and 
genius and science it means." 

"I can hear the music yet," exclaimed 
Miss Tuke. " They must be still dancing." 

" Well, I thoroughly enjoyed myself," 
said Sir Mordaunt. " A queer adventure to 



a gentleman, a handsome man, and, no 
doubt, a complete sailor. If this calm had 
lasted, we should have returned his hospitality. 
But there they go I " stretching forth his 
hand ; " symbolising life — the child and the 
bride, the old man and the young, rich and 
poor, all melting away in the gloom I Who's 
poetical among us ? Here's a subject for a 
sonnet." 

"It's been done over and over again," 
said I. 

"And it's too late for poetry," quoth 
Norie ; and pulling out his watch, he put it 
to his nose, and called out, " Only half-past 
nine, though ! * I thought it was after ten." 

Three bells were struck, whereupon Lady 
Brookes bade us good-night and went 
below, leaning on Miss Tuke's arm. By 
ten o'clock the ship was invisible upon our 
weather quarter, and the Lady Maud was 
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spinning before a rattling breeeze, spitefully 
worrying the water under her, and flashing 
the white foam away from her side, as 
though like a sentient thing she had been 
fretting over her enforced idleness and 
meant now to take her revenge. 



CHAPTER VII. 

Our meeting with the Dido was certainly 
a pleasant break, and for a day or two after- 
wards we talked of nothing else. As the 
time went by without anything happening 
worth noticing, I could not but flatter my- 
self that our cruise would prove as unevent- 
ful as the most timid passenger could desire. 
I speak mainly in reference to Lady Brookes. 
If she enjoyed the cruise, it was certain to 
do her good. On the other hand, as Norie 
said to me, aU the virtue of the sea breezes 
would stand for nothing against a capsizal 
of her nerves or any depression of spirits. 

Nothing could have been more deUghtful 
than our run into the Horse Latitudes. Gales 
and dead calms, terrible thunderstorms, and 
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breezes fair one hour and foul the next, are 
the characteristics of these parallels, which 
(so historians say) got the name of *' Horse " 
because, during the union between England 
and America, numbers of horses were ex- 
ported from the mother country, and it was 
reckoned that more of the animals died in 
these baflfling, thunderous, and treacherous 
latitudes, than in all the rest of the passage. 
It was our luck to carry a strong breeze of 
wind, about two points abaft the beam, for 
over five hundred miles, and noble sailing 
it was : I don't say for speed, for the vessels 
best qualities were not exactly hit by the 
wind, but for the freshness and liveliness 
and lastingness of it. We drove along 
under a top-gallant sail and fore-topmast 
studding-sail, which means that every cloth, 
with the exception of the squaresail, was on 
the yacht ; and, small as she was, it took 
two men to steer her, and then they had as 
much as they could do. 

Many a time I would go right forward 



serving this lovely arch for a distance of 
some fathoms, where it flashed into a mass 
of snow and white smoke, and was washed 
by the rush of the brilliant surges against 
the yacht's side, to recoil in a more dazzling 
smother of foam. The vessel's beam kept 
the decks comfortable, and her list, except 
when hove to in a gale of wind, would 
never be so acute as to rob her spars of the 
majesty of subdued inclination ; and when 
my eye wandered from the pouring green 
and silver of the surges under her bows to 
the canvas on high, it was always with a 
thrill of delight and admiration, for the 
swollen spaces shone like white metal in the 
central cloths, and, with the deep blue sky 
beyond them, were almost blinding to look 
at ; and it kept the heart dancing to mark 
the whole effect of these gleaming towers 
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leaning over the swiftly-flying belt of foam 
to leeward, the sloping decks glittering like 
dry white sand, with here and there the 
sparkle of glass or brass as a yaw or a come- 
to dodged the lustrous object into the sun- 
beams, whilst for leagues round the water 
w^as throbbing and leaping under the sharp 
bright gale. 

It was on one of these days that, whilst 
looking over the bows, I spied something in 
the water that made me beckon to Miss 
Tuke. Norie was talking to her, but she 
left him without ceremony, though he imme- 
diately followed her. 

*' Look ! " said I, pointing to the water 
about twenty feet to windward, where a 
shape that resembled bright emerald was 
cutting along close under the surface, and 
keeping way with the yacht without any 
perceptible action of the fins or tail. 

" There's another I " shouted Norie. 

" And another I " echoed Miss Tuke. 
'' What are they, Ms. Walton ? " 



say, as emerald whilst in the water ; but the 
moment he shot out of it, his body became a 
bright yellow, all but the fins, which were 
of the colour of olive, and he looked like a 
solid body of burnished gold flung up out of 
the foam. He was long enough in the air 
to enable us to observe his build, and I took 
notice of his long jaws and flattish head and 
bright eyes. His playfulness set the others 
jumping, but they had not this fellow's 
beautiful bright yellow. One was like sulphur, 
another almost white, like clouded silver, 
without any sparkle ; yet their wonderful 
gracefulness, the miraculous shifting of their 
hues from brilliant green in the water to 
metallic yellows and whites when out of it, 
made them a fine sight to watch; and so 
delighted was Miss Tuke, that she called Sir 
Mordaunt and her aunt to come and look. 
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and we all stood gazing until the fish, for 
some reason, shot away from us, and though 
our own speed was at least nine knots an 
hour, yet these dolphins vanished right 
ahead of us, like arrows discharged from our 
forecastle. The eye lost them in a breath. 
Had they been dissolved in the green water 
by some instantaneous chemical process their 
evanishment could not have been more amaz- 
ingly sudden. 

This noble wind carried us without a flaw 
well into the middle of the Horse Latitudes, 
and then left us. We reckoned ourselves 
too fortunate to have got it at all to grumble 
at its cessation ; but still the calms and the 
heavy swell and the bothersome light airs 
were not the easier to bear because of the 
slant of luck that had carried us down to 
them. 

It was on a Thursday morning that the 
breeze failed us. It was so oppressively hot 
in the cabin, that Sir Mordaunt told the 
steward to get a couple of tables on deck, 
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as the vessel rose and sunk on the swell, 
•and the awning was an cflFectual shelter from 
the sun, though so great was the heat that 
the pitch between the white planks was as 
soft as beeswax. The lunch was like pic- 
nicking; dishes and bottles and glasses on 
the deck, where they were not very likely to 
capsize ; one of us with a plate on his knees, 
and Norie balancing himself on the skylight. 
I remember it was on this occasion that 
I took particular notice how well Lady 
Brookes was looking. Her complexion was 
some shades fairer, or at least clearer, than 
it was when we left England. There was 
real life in the lustre of her eyes, whereas 
before, I had been struck with their want of 
spirit, that was hard to reconcile with their 
sparkling. I complimented her warmly on 
licr improved looks, wishing perhaps rather 
to please her husband than her, for I cannot 
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say she was a woman I much liked, though 
she had some good qualities, and her want 
of amiability was, I dare say, owing to her 
health, or, at least, to her habit of thinking 
of herself as a sufferer. 

"I certainly do feel very much better, 
Mr. Walton," she replied. 

" The voyage will re-establish you," said 
Norie. " But then you are fond of sur- 
prising us, Lady Brookes. Who could have 
imagined you would prove so excellent a 
sailor at the start ? and now, here you are, 
drawing in health and spirits from a tem- 
perature in which I simmer like a boiling 
lobster ; " and he pulled off his hat, and 
swabbed his pale face, that shone as though 
a flask of oil had been emptied over him. 

"You were afraid that the heat would 
prove too much for my wife, Walton," said 
Sir Mordaunt, whom her ladyship's admission 
had greatly pleased. " But you sec I am 
ridit. I could not have chosen a better 
cruising ground." 



Purchase means to steer," I answered. 
''Jamaica lies on the parallel of eighteen 
degrees north. Where time is no object, 
one can find a good many entrances into the 
Carribean Sea. Do you know what the 
skipper means to do. Sir Mordaunt ? " 

" I believe he intends to head for the 
Mona Passage, and feel his way along the 
Haitian coast," he answered. **I leave 
everything to him, for he traded among those 
islands, you know." 

He happened to be on deck, dressed (as 
usual) as if it was the month of October, 
and this sea the German Ocean, and I 
should have liked to ask him what his plans 
w^ere. But whether Tripshore had repeated 
mv conversation to him, or w^hether he re- 
sen ted my opinion of him, which I dare say 
my manner had conveyed, though not pur- 
posely, of late he had avoided me, giving 
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me very short answers to my remarks, until 
it had come to my taking no notice of him 
at all. This posture of his made me un- 
willing to strengthen his ill-will by putting 
any questions which he might interpret into 
a doubt of his judgment: moreover, Sir 
Mordaunt was so well disposed towards him 
that I should have acted an unfriendly part 
in emphasising my doubts of his capacity as 
a seaman and navigator. 

Lunch being over, I went to the side of 
the vessel to light a cigar, and catch the 
draught from the fanning of the mainsail. 
The swell was rather heavy, and there was 
, not enough wind to steady the schooner, 
and her canvas swung and rattled with 
every roll, filling the air overhead with 
loud reports, like the explosion of small- 
arms. Yet there was enough weight in the 
wind to keep us moving ; and every now 
and again, as the stem of the yacht chopped 
down, a great mass of foam would be hove 
away, that covered the water for many 



O' 



languid passage through it. It was the 
colour of the water, however, that made 
these churnings impressive. I never re- 
member seeing the ocean, out of soundings, 
and, above all, in tropical latitudes, with 
so strange an appearance. It was a greasy, 
(lark olive-green, as thick and slimy-looking 
as paint, with a singular sheen upon it, such 
as a cobweb catches from the sunlight, as 
though coated with oil ; and under this 
.sluggish and sickly surface the swell ran in 
hzy folds, and the eye could trace these 
slow and portentous heavings to the very 
nethermost water-line, where the dark green 
lulls rose and sank in undulations of a 
wintry sharpness of outline against the sky 
that was a pale blue down there. 

The sun, that stood very nearly over our 
mastheads, was but lazily reflected in this 
sea : his flashing was sullen, with a reddish 



THE "LADY MAUD.*' 263 

tinge ; but this was indeed the colour of the 
sun. 

"All this would be very tropical," said 
I to Sir Mordaunt, who had joined me, and 
said something about the appearance of the 
weather, " but for the look of the sea. 
Under such a sky as this it should be a 
beautiful blue." 

^' What do you make it, Walton ? Are 
we going to have a storm ? " 

" Have you looked at the glass recently? " 

'' Just before lunch," he replied. " It is 
steady." 

'' It doesn't seem reasonable to talk of a 
storm when there's not a cloud to be seen," 
which, in fact, was the case at that time. 
" But " 

I was proceeding, when all on a sudden 
my eye caught sight of an object that, 
though it kept my mouth wide open, 
stopped my talking, as if by a stroke of 
magic, and I gazed and gazed, with my 
cigar half-lifted to my mouth, and doubting 
my own sanity for the moment. 



*' Look i '*'* I cried. *' Follow my finger — 
there ! Do you see it ? " 

He peered, and then catching sight of the 
object, made a step backwards in his excess 
of astonishment. 

It was the picture of a dismasted ship, 
inverted, high above the water-line and 
hanging in the air. I rubbed my eyes and 
looked again. The vision was absolutely 
perfect. It seemed to be at least half a 
mile . high, and was the representation of 
a ship, or a barque, submerged to her 
bulwarks, with three stumps of masts 
standing, the centre one of which was 
considerably taller than the others, with 
apparently some fragments of canvas set 
upon it. But what struck me as the most 
amazing part of the spectacle was that, 
though the vessel had all the appearance 
of being buried as deep as her water- 
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ways in the sea, there was no similitude 
of a sea under, or rather above, her. It 
was like a water-colour drawing upon the 
sky. 

" A most beautiful mirage ! " exclaimed 
Sir Mordaunt. " Agnes ! Ada 1 Come 
here quickly ! Come and see a wonderful 
sight ! " 

Whilst the ladies hurried up to him, I ran 
for the glass. 

'^What is it, Mordaunt?" I heard Lady 
Brookes say, in a tone of alarm. 

" It looks like a ship falling from the 
sky I " exclaimed Miss Tuke. 

By this time the men on deck had caught 
sight of the phenomenon, and stood staring 
at it with all their might, and expressing 
their astonishment in a regular buzz of 
voices. I never could have believed that 
refraction would fling an object that was 
no doubt sunk some distance below the 
horizon to so great a height, and, whilst 
enormously magnifying it (for the whole 



this magnification that enabled us to see 
the mirage ; for though the low freeboard 
of the schooner did not give us a wide 
horizon, yet the distance of the water-line 
was sufficiently great to dwindle a ship 
upon it into a mere speck. ' 

The glass I levelled was a powerful one, 
and the vessel stood up before me as though 
she were not two miles off. I examined 
her carefully, and perceived the mirage to 
l)e the reflection of a barque upside down, 
apparently water-logged, and a complete 
wreck. She was rolling with a very regular 
motion, and I cannot describe the impression 
produced by this movement in a picture^ 
with no water to be seen, as though she 
were sunk to her scuppers in the bright 
transparent air, and with the blue and 
somewhat hazy sky all around her. On the 
stump of her foremast she had her fore-yard 
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standing, that swayed to and fro with her 
rolling, and she had a main-trysail set, 
though the lower portion of it seemed to 
be in rags. 

"Look, Sir Mordaunt,'' said I. ''You 
can see her very plainly with this ; " and 
I handed him the glass. 

"Ladies, will ye please cast your eyes 
aloft ? " suddenly rattled out old Purchase. 
'' There's another sight overhead." 

''A sun-dog I " I exclaimed. "The air's 
like a looking-glass." 

And, sure enough, over against the sun 
was another sun — the very ghost of a sun 
— a wan, sickly, yet perfectly distinct and 
luminous orb. 

" What the dickens does that mean ? " said 
Sir Mordaunt, staring up at it, as were all 
hands. " Two suns I What part of the 
world is this now ? " 

"Oh, twin suns are common enough," 
said I, keeping back in the hearing of Lady 
Brookes — who was apparently agitated by 



weather. " But yonder is a real puzzler. 
Surely a more beautiful mirage never was 



seen." 



"There must be a wreck under that 
reflection," said Norie. 

^* You may be cock-sure of that," said I. 

"And there may be living people on 
board," said Miss Tuke, almost in a whisper, 
as though awed by the object. 

Her words appeared to put a thought into 
Sir Mordaunts head. He gazed at me 
earnestly, and said — 

" It may be a signal, set up by heaven 
itself, to bring us to the help of some poor 
sailors there. We ought to run down and 
have a close look at the vessel. How far 
distant will she be, Walton ? " 

" Not very low behind the sea," I replied, 
" to judge by that reflection. The masts, 
you observe, are perpendicular with the 
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horizon. Were the vessel far down, those 
masts would be inclined." 

" Let 113 steer in that direction," said Sir 
Mordaunt, with great seriousness, and look- 
ing at the beautiful painting upon the 
heavens as though it were some holy vision. 
And then he gave the order to Purchase. 

The mirage bore as nearly as possible 
W.S.W. The shift of helm brought the 
light easterly wind on our quarter, but it 
made the schooner look right into the eye 
of the swell, and her curtseying was fast 
and even furious, and occasionally she 
would bury her bows as high as the hawse- 
pipes in the surface of foam which her 
chopping motion dashed up out of the sickly 
green water, and sent seething for some 
fathoms ahead and on either side of her. 

But all this while we stood looking with 
something of a breathless manner at the 
beautiful and wonderful illusion of that 
wreck afloat in the transparent air, pro- 
jecting our heads over the rail to have it 



better likened to the extinction of a bright 
image in a looking-glass upon which you 
softly breathe. It soon entirely disappeared, 
yet the phenomenon of the double sun re- 
mained visible for some time after. When 
that was gone, we saw the reason of these 
disappearances in the stealthy thickening of 
the atmosphere, until the azure grew so 
dusty as scarcely to look blue. The wind 
hung in the east, but it fined down per- 
ceptibly, and I counted upon a strong 
westerly wind following in due course, from 
the swell that was running up to us from 
that direction. Although we were protected 
from the sun's heat by the mist upon the 
sky, beyond which the luminary was a well- 
defined throbbing ball of flashing reddish 
yellow shorn of his blinding rays, the heat 
was terribly oppressive, and if it had not been 
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for the currents of air which the pitching 
of the schooner sent circling along the decks, 
it would have been scarcely endurable. It 
was as bad as the atmosphere of a closed 
glass-house on a summer afternoon. 

Although I had often heard talk of 
mirages at sea, and had indeed been ship- 
mate with an old seaman who had witnessed 
much such another sight as we had beheld, 
for I remember the account he gave me of 
a full-rigged ship having been visible for 
nearly three-quarters of an hour upon the 
sky at a great height above the water, yet 
the only thing of the kind that I had ever 
encountered was that of the south-east coast 
of the Mauritius, that was hove up by 
refraction, and rendered distinct to us when 
we were leagues from the point whence, 
under ordinary circumstances, it should 
have been apparent ; and I recollect the 
consternation of the captain at the appari- 
tion, his conclusion being that he was 
seriously out in his calculations. Such a 



I am persuaded,, found something super- 
natural in it — that is, in the circumstance 
of a vessel having her miserable condition 
denoted by a heaven-created signal, visible 
for I know not how great a distance. 

"I dare say it was a mirage of that kind 
that first suggested the story of the Phantom 
Ship," said Miss Tuke. 

" Very likely ; and certainly so far as the 
object we saw was concerned, it was a 
phantom ship," I replied. 

" And the two suns ! " exclaimed Lady 
Brookes. " Eeally one would suppose we 
had sailed into an enchanted land." 

" Assuredly they that go down to the sea 
in ships see the works of the Lord and His 
wonders ! " said Sir Mordaunt, very solemnly. 
" Even now I behold something like a 
phenomenon, only this time it lies in a con- 
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trast. Mark the horrid green of the sea, and 
the chilling appearance of it under yonder 
smoky blue. One would suppose that such 
a sky as that is only to be seen over a town 
full of factories. And how the Lady Maud 
labours 1 I never saw the sea burst away 
from her so sullenly before, and yet we can 
barely be moving two miles an hour 1 " 

" It just occurs to me," said I, " that the 
barque may be visible from your top-gallant 
yard thera It should be worth while trying 
to make her out before the atmosphere 
thickens, which will happen presently." 

Saying this, I called to the steward through 
the skylight, and asked him to hand me up 
the telescope-case, into which I put the glass 
and slung it over my shoulders. 

" What are you going to do, Walton ? " 
asked Sir Mordaunt. 

" Going aloft to look for the wreck," I 
answered. 

" What 1 to the top of the mast ? " ejacu- 
lated Lady Brookes. 
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would have to be accomplished by " shin- 
ning." But I would not back out of it, 
and so I sprang into the shrouds and 
trotted aloft, blackening my hands very 
tidily with the tar that lay like soft black 
glue upon the hemp, and was presently 
perched upon the top-gallant yard, watched 
by some men on the forecastle and by old 
Purchase from the main-deck, who scowled 
at me under the great red hand with which 
he protected his eyes, as though he wondered 
what my game was now, and if this were 
another move in the direction of taking the 
command away from him. 

At this elevation I was a great height 
above the sea, as the Lady Maud was very 
loftily sparred for a vessel of her tonnage ; 
iuid steadying the glass against the side of 
the mast, I carefully swept the water ahead 
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to a distance of four points on either bow, 
but nothing was to be seen. I had more 
trouble to make this inspection, however, 
than I had reckoned upon, for the motion up 
here was uncommonly severe, and although 
the square canvas was furled, yet the quick 
swinging in of the jibs, and the jump of the 
foresail as the little vessel pitched, wrenched 
and jerked the masts very unpleasantly, and, 
with the heavy swing of the rolling, obliged 
me to keep a fast hold with one hand. But, 
as I say, there was nothing to be seen, and 
stowing the glass away in its case I sung 
out my report to Sir Mordaunt, who with 
the ladies and Norie had come along to the 
foremost end of the awning to watch me. 
But before descending I lingered a few 
minutes to observe the singular appearance 
of the sea, whose unwholesome green, slug- 
gishly swelling and falling, was infinitely 
more impressive to watch from this height 
than from the deck, in consequence of the 
magnitude of the expanse my elevated posi- 



l)ut with her proportions defined as I had 
never before had a chance of seeing them, 
and constantly dashing out a quantity of 
foam from under her bows, the form of which 
was exquisitely marked by the curve of the 
rails upon the churned-up snow of the water 
under the bowsprit. 

On gaining the deck my first business was 
to get rid of the tar on my hands. This I 
effected by sending the steward to the galley 
for a little slush. Soap and warm water did 
the rest. Before I returned I peeped at the 
barometer, but noticed nothing beyond a 
little increase in the concavity of the mer- 
cury. 

"It is very odd," said Sir Mordaunt, 
" that you can see nothing of the wreck." 

" She will be further off than we think," 
said I, " and yet not much further off either ; 
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and if a man were stationed aloft I should 
expect to hear his hail at any moment. But 
what is your object in running down to her ? 
Do you suppose there may be men aboard ? " 
" Yes," he answered ; " that is, if she's 
not an illusion ! I wish you had seen her, 
though, for we don't want a goose-chase." 
He added, sinking his voice, " What think 
you of the weather ? For my part I don't 
like the look of it at all." 

■ 

-♦It certainly had a portentous appearance, 
but I told him that the worst of it might 
prove to lie in its aspect, as the depression of 
the mercury was very trifling. The after- 
noon drifted away slowly ; but though on 
three several occasions a man went aloft to 
look for the wreck, she remained invisible. 
Lady Brookes turned to her husband when 
for the third time the report came that there 
was nothing in sight, and said, in her 
nervous irritable way, " Mordaunt, if there 
is no vessel, what could that reflection have 
been ? " 



"I suppose, Walton, as she has lost the 
upper portion of her masts, and has only a 
little fragment of sail showing, we are not 
likely to see her until she is pretty close 
to us." 

" Ay, and then again," said I, ^' the 
atmosphere is as thick now as it was trans- 
parent before." And I turned my eyes into 
the west, that is, over the starboard bow of 
the schooner, where I noticed a gathering 
darkness that could not be .called clouds, for 
there were no vaporous outlines to be seen, 
but rather a shading of the sky that was 
dark on the water-line, and that lightened 
softly and gradually until it merged into the 
dusty blue that prevailed overhead and 
down to the sea over our stem and quarters. 

About half an hour before we went to 
dinner the light air completely died out. 
This made the swell of the sea all the more 
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unpleasant, and the Lady Maud wallowed 
in it heavily ; but she raised no foam now, 
though sometimes she would dip her gun- 
wales so deep that the water burst through 
the scupper-holes in flying jets of spray, as 
though a force-pump were at work behind 
them. 

Tripshore was now on deck, and when the 
wind failed us he gave orders to strip the 
yacht of all but her foresail and fore-staysail, 
or standing jib. Sir Mordaunt and the 
ladies were below when this was done. I 
went to the mate, who was always very civil 
to me and well disposed, and spoke to him 
about the mirage. He had heard about it 
from the men, and his opinion was that if 
the air was clear the wreck would now be in 
sight. I asked him if he thought we were 
going to have dirty weather. He looked 
around him, and answered that the sky was 
puzzling, and he couldn't understand the 
colour of the water. Sighting that sun-dog, 
he said, wasn't over hopeful, yet there was 



yet I don't know but what we may get 
a stiff breeze from the westwards betwixt 
this and midnight." 

'^ You re ready for it when it comes," said 
I, glancing at the naked mainmast. 

" No use letting the vessel knock her 
canvas to bits when it can't sarve her, sir. 
Besides, there's no good in keeping such tall 
spars as them buckling and jumping. They'd 
be none the worse for housing." 

I stood a few moments looking at one of 
the big mastiffs, that had jumped on to the 
taffrail, and was barking now and again in 
a deep angry note at the water, as it swelled 
up almost flush with the rail when the vessel 
sank her stern. There was something very 
fine and picturesque in the brute's posture as 
he balanced himself to the lifting and falling, 
whilst with -cocked ears and gleaming eyes, 
and shining fangs just distinguishable under 
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the black leathern-like flesh of his jaws, he 
snapped with a deep-throated note. I called 
to him, being afraid that he would slide 
overboard during one of the heavier dips, 
upon which the fine animal sprang on to the 
deck, and greeting me as he rushed past 
with a friendly dig of his cold moist nose 
against my hand, tumbled over his companion, 
and the two fell to skylarlcing about the 
decks. 

Norie wanted to be scientific at dinner, 
and explain the cause of mirages and twin 
suns. I suspected that he had peeped into 
some book upon those subjects whilst dress- 
ing, for he talked like a man whose ideas 
were new. But for Miss Tuke, I believe we 
should have listened to him ; but as fast as 
he began, she drew him away artfully, and 
having interrupted him spoke to her aunt, or 
asked me or Sir Mordaunt a question. So 
he gave up after a bit, but he took her 
gracelessness with something more than 
amiability, and fixed such an admiring gaze 
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and eating. They had furled the awning, 
which enabled us to see through the sky- 
light, and I remarked the lurid tinge in the 
atmosphere, but without commenting upon 
it, as 1 guessed by Sir Mordaunt's reserve 
that he wished me to hold back all fore- 
bodings in his wife's presence. He and I, 
however, were I think alone in observing the 
increasing shadow. The others put it down 
to the evening ; * but it was not time for the 
sun to go to bed yet, and the darkness that 
almost immediately follows the descent of 
the luminary in the tropics was of a very 
different complexion from the brooding, 
oppressive, reddish haze that had apparently 
covered the whole sky, and that was casting 
down a hot, faint, obscure light of its own. 

" How fearfully the vessel is rolling I '' 
exclaimed Lady Brookes. " The motion and 
the heat make me feel giddy." She put her 
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hand to her forehead, and Miss Tuke passed 
a smelling-bottle to her. 

"Let me advise you to lie down/' said 
None. 

"My cabin is so hot," she . answered, 
peevishly. 

" Not hotter than it is here, nor even on 
deck ; and you will not feel the motion in 
your bed, Agnes," said her husband. 

She hesitated, and looked up at the sky- 
light, and then seemed to acquiesce. I 
jumped up to offer my arm, for my self- 
balancing properties were better than her 
husband's ; but I was scarcely on my feet 
when a glare of lightning flashed upon the 
skylight, and illuminated us all as though a 
rocket had been sent up, and at the same 
moment an unusually heavy swell striking 
the vessel, rolled her so sharply over, that a 
number of plates, glasses, spoons, and such 
things toppled off the table, and fell with a 
great crash upon the deck. Lady Brookes 
squealed out, and for some minutes all was 
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fetched away from the table, and the din of 
breaking china and glass, and the jingling 
and clattering of the fragments on the deck, 
were bewildering enough. 

"There is not the least occasion to be 
alarmed, Agnes," exclaimed Sir Mordaunt, 
holding by the table, having been absolutely 
unable to rise from his chair during that 
wild and unexpected roll of the vessel. 
" Walton, you know that in these tropical 
climates lightning is as common as sunshine, 
and not a jot more harmful." 

"Perfectly true," I shouted. "In the 
Malacca Straits I have been able to read a 
book right through my watch on deck by 
the incessant play of the lightning." 

Here Miss Tuke went to her aunt, and 
began to coax her to lie down. Sir Mordaunt 
added his voice, and Norie backed him, and 
at last she yielded and disappeared with her 
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husband and niece, whilst Norie withdrew 
to his own cabin, and the steward grovelled 
about on the floor, picking up the broken 
china and glass. I finished my wine, pre- 
paratory to going on deck. Presently Sir 
Mordaunt returned, looking very much 
annoyed. 

"Now, Walton, what think you is the 
next joke ? " said he. " Her ladyship's maid 
has tumbled into her own bed, and lies with 
the sheet over her head, quivering like a 
jelly in an earthquake. She's afraid of the 
lightning, and you may hear her declaring 
in a stifled cry that she wouldn't show her 
nose to save her life." 

" Lady Brookes can do without her, I 
dare say," I answered, laughing. " But in a 
time of real danger all these quiverings and 
hidings wouldn't sweeten misfortune. Sir 
Mordaunt; eh?" 

*' Don't for Heaven's sake talk of danger, 
real or imaginary ! " he said, sending a glance 
through the skylight. — " Steward, when you 



We lighted our cigars and went on deck. 
There should have been at least another 
hour of daylight left ; but it was already as 
dark as evening, though I did not take par- 
ticular notice of this until I reached the deck, 
as my eyes had got used insensibly to the 
gradual enfolding of the gloom whilst we sat 
at dinner. Looking up, I saw that the sky 
overhead and in the west was covered by 
a curtain of dense vapour, which, owing I 
suppose to the light of the westering sun, 
was of a deep, forbidding, bronze-like hue 
over our masts, though it brightened into an 
ugly and sallow orange towards the east, 
where the vapour was not so dense ; but in 
the west the sky was like a pall of motion- 
less smoke, thick, bluish, most portentous 
and sinister. The sun was behind it, aiid 
totally hidden. Under this frightful heavTen 
— for frightful it truly was — lay the sickly- 
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heaving sea, almost black in the western 
shadow, but drawing out into its ghastly 
sallow green as it stretched away under the 
lighter sky of the east. 

" It is long since I saw such a sight as 
this," said I to Sir Mordaunt. " It will be 
black as ink presently.'* 

Another sharp flash of lightning shot out 
of the smoky thickness in the west, and I 
marked the spark whirl zigzag across that 
part of the sky — a perfect fork of wire-like 
flame — and vanish in the sea. We listened, 
but no thunder followed. 

" I don't like that silence," exclaimed Sir 
Mordaunt, uneasily. *' If that flash was so 
far off" that the thunder it made is inaudible, 
what will the lightning be when it's over- 
head ? " 

" I'd as soon be in a vessel as anywhere 
else in a thunder-storm," said I. " How 
rarely you hear of a ship being struck. The 
masts and spars offer so many points, that 
the lightning is scattered by them." 



the heat and the appearance of the weather- 
that held them in a crowd forward, puffing 
at sooty tobacco-pipes, and constantly look- 
ing up and around. The gloom increased 
every moment as the sun sank deeper and 
deeper into the darkness in the west on it& 
way behind the sea, and very soon the lurid 
orange tint went out of the sky, the water- 
line, nay, the deep itself, grew indistinguish- 
able, the outline of the little vessel faded, 
and there was nothing to relieve the eye but 
the binnacle lamp that filled the air with a 
soft haze, and the illuminated skylights, and 
the bull's-eyes in the decks over the berths, 
which twinkled like glow-worms from the 
lamplight under them. 

The yacht laboured heavily upon the 
swell, and the small canvas that was exposed 
on her flapped heavily. The creaking and 
groaning was startling, for the silence upon 
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the sea was profound, and there was no 
other sound but what came from the vessel, 
whose plunging and wallowing filled the air 
with the loud gurgling and sobbing of water, 
most unpleasant noises to hear in that dark- 
ness. There was no more lightning ; but 
the heat ! it made me feel as if I were 
stricken with a raging fever. I went to 
look at the compass, to see where the yacht's 
head had swung to, and perceiving a figure 
standing a little distance behind the fellow 
at the wheel, I took it to be Tripshore. 

" What do you think this is going to be ? 
Not a tempest, I hope," said I. 

" If a tempest's thunder an' lightning, 
then it's a tempest that's coming," answered 
a deep wheezy voice, that gave me to know 
I had addressed old Purchase. 

I could see nothing of him but his out- 
line ; but no sooner did he open his mouth 
than the same spirituous smell I had before 
detected in him filled the air. 

^^A tempest generally comprises wind," 

TOL. I. u 



to predict the weather as faithfully as a 
barometer/' 

" It 'ud . be a poor job if I couldn't tell 
the weather better than a b'rometer," he 
answered, shuffling his feet about, and talk- 
ing with a certain thickness of voice, which 
the fumes he distributed around him found 
a complete reason for. '^ What I says is, 
b rometers be damned. I never was ship- 
mates with one afore I took charge here, and 
if any man can say he's seen me looking at 
it for the purpose o' guessin' the weather, 
ril give him leave to make me swaller 
the mercury in it. Isn't that right, Tom 
Hunter ? " 

This was addressed to the man at the 
wheel, who, seeing the indecorousness of the 
skipper's language in my presence, and 
guessing his condition, and being evidently 
surprised by this sudden appeal, answered 
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with a short uneasy laugh. That laugh, 
however, appeared to serve as a hint to the 
old man ; for, without ceremony, he shuffled 
away to the other side of the deck, or, at 
least, to some place where he was clean out 
of sight. I went forwards a few steps. 

" Is that you, Mr. Tripshore ? " 

"Yes, sir." 

" Do you know that Mr. Purchase is the 
worse for drink again ? " 

He made no answer. 

" It's an abominable state of things," said 
I, '^ that in the eye of such a night as this 
the skipper of a vessel full of human beings, 
who look to his skill and judgment for 
guidance and safety, cannot keep himself 
sober. I shall certainly speak to Sir Mor- 
daunt about him, though not now, as I want 
this storm to pass away first. I noticed that 
you have the whole foresail set. If there 
should be a cyclone in that blackness — and 
you should be prepared for the worst — you 
will be showing a whole ocean of cloths too 



answered Tripshore, " but he said no." 

" He's too drunk to know what he says," 
I exclaimed, warmly. " Go and reason with 
him. If he refuses, give the order yourself. 
I'll take care you are supported." Here Sir 
Mordaunt, who was standing somewhere 
forward of the starboard main rigging, called 
to me — 

" What's the matter, "Walton ? I hear 
your voice buzzing like a bumble-bee's. 
Anything wrong ? " 

" I was merely exchanging a few words 
with Mr. Tripshore," I replied. 

" I've been watching a strange object in 
the water. Look now 1 do you see it ? " As 
he said this the side of the deck we occupied 
swung into a hollow, and the water stood up 
close ; and about a fathom away I saw the out 
line of a large fish revealed by a glancing of 
phospliorus that dimly shone around it, so 
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as to make it seem like a luminous shape as 
it stealthily sailed, apparently within six 
inches of the surface, towards the bows of 
the yacht. " Is it a shark, Walton ? " 

" Yes, that should be a shark,'' I replied. 

We watched it until the light it made 
was no longer visible. 

** It's a great pity that those brutes cannot 
be put to a use, like the whale or the seal. 
There'd be some chance of their becoming 
extinct then in a few generations," said Sir 
Mordaunt, lighting another cigar ; and rais- 
ing his eyes, he rapped out, " I say, Walton, 
just look overhead ! It is the very quint- 
essence of night kept from falling by our 
mastheads. What fearful, unspeakable, un- 
searchable blackness I What's become of 
the lightning, think you ? " 

" We shall have it presently," I answered, 
wondering if Tripshore was doing as I had 
requested. 

Sir Mordaunt approached the skylight, and 
called to the steward in a soft voice to hand 



fling along the deck like a fisherman, and I 
heard his thick gruff notes ordering the 
watch to lower the foresail and close-reef it. 
This eased my mind. As I bent down to 
take my oilskin from the steward, Norie 
came out of his berth. 

" How's the weather, Walton ? " he called, 
looking up. 

" Black," I answered. 

" Is it going to rain ? '■ said he. 

*' I reckon it is," said I. 

" Then here goes for volume the second," 
said he, and he very wisely bundled back to 
his cabin. 

If the storm was not right overhead, it 
was assuredly not very far off. I never re- 
member a more uncomfortable time. The 
breathless silence, the voluminous heaving of 
the black water, the^impenetrable blackness, 
were sufficiently subduing ; but the worst 
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sensation was the feeling of expectation that 
the ponderous, brooding shadow excited — 
the wonder what was going to happen — 
whether it would open and let down an 
ocean of flame, or whether there was a gale 
behind it, or whether it would pass away as 
breathlessly as it had come up. 

But our doubts were soon resolved. We 
had scarcely shipped our waterproof coats 
when some rain fell. Each drop was as big 
as an egg, and though the fall did not last 
longer than a man could count twenty, yet 
so great was the weight of the drops that 
the deck boomed to the fall. Then came a 
pause, with nothing breaking the silence but 
the gushing sounds of water sluicing out of 
the scupper-holes into the sea. I was in 
the act of addressing Sir Mordaunt when a 
flash of lightning of the very colour of sun- 
light struck through the blackness ; nay, 
had the sun himself looked out in his full 
glory, he could not have spread a more 
piercing, widespread splendour. It was 



less gush of yellow flame I cannot tell, but 
I could not have seen more had five minutes 
been allowed me. The masts, the line of 
bulwarks, the group of men standing motion- 
less near the foremast in a crouching posture, 
some of them with their hands to their eyes, 
the whole sea black as ink, leaning its sharp 
ebon circle against the sulphur- coloured 
radiant heaven — all these things I saw in 
that one second, and then the darkness was 
insufferable, thick as dense folds of midnight 
vapour, not a stir nor moan of air in it, of 
an opacity that made me pant, as though the 
black envelopment suffocated me. The flash 
fell from right overhead, and it seemed that 
the crash must follow before the blaze went 
out. This expectation made the two or three 
seconds of silence that followed appear as 
long as a minute ; but then came the most 
ear-splitting roar that had ever deafened 
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me. A crash indeed I not a succession of 
peals, but one stupendous, unechoing explo- 
sion, that, smiting the oily surface of the 
water, boomed away in a dreadful roar, 
sinking and sinking its cadence until it 
became a soft melodious echo in the dis- 
tance. But scarce had it faded, when 
another sunbright flash filled the sky. This 
liberated the rain, and it came down in a 
sheet, and the deck was so covered with 
immense hailstones that it was like treading 
on shingle. And now, as if two squadrons 
of aerial line-of-battle ships were engaging 
one another immediately over us, the air 
was filled with whizzing darts and lances 
of flames, dazzling crimson and yellow 
sparks, wild zigzag streams of fire, very 
showers of it, which filled the water with 
their tumultuous reflection, until it seemed 
that a thunder-storm was raging under as 
well as over us. And the thunder was as 
ceaseless. I could not have counted two 
between the explosions. The fierce, frenzied 



all this while there was not a breath of air. 
The rain fell down in perfectly perpendicular 
streams, as could be seen by the lightning, 
that kept the heavy sheet of water sparkling 
like the surface of a tall cascade in the sun- 
shine. 

In the very thick of the hullabaloo I 
heard a woman's voice shrieking. 

" Hark ! " I shouted to Sir Mordaunt, as 
we stood together close against the star- 
board quarter-boat ; and we ran, splashing 
and floundering, over to the companion. 
The yelling and squealing below might well 
have made any one believe that murder was 
doing down there ; and the incessant crash- 
ing of the thunder, and the fierce lightning, 
that kept the whole sky flaming, gave these 
female shrieks a character very fit indeed to 
thicken the senses and make goose-flesh of 
one's skin. 
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Sir Mordaunt bundled below at a rate 
that was like to break his nose for him, 
while the water poured out of the brim of 
his hat and streamed away from his oilskins 
as though he had just been fished up out of 
the sea alongside. I followed him, in a wild 
state of mind, fearing that some one 
in the cabin had been struck by the light- 
ning. But I soon saw what was the matter. 
Miss Tuke and Norie were kneeling upon 
Lady Brookes, who lay flat on her back on 
the floor, kicking up her heels, flourishing 
her hands, and screaming and laughing at 
the top of her voice. She was in hysterics ; 
but if Norie hadn t bawled this out to us, 
I should have believed her clean out of her 
mind, raving mad in fact. It was certainly 
a most painful scene. Her ladyship, as I 
have said, was a fine, well-made woman, 
and the fit made her as strong as a man. 
The united strength of Norie and Miss Tuke 
could hardly prevent her from rising ; and 
before Sir Mordaunt and I could get near 



his heels into the air. All the while, too, 
she kept shrieking and sobbing and talking 
nonsense, whilst the frame of the yacht 
trembled to the thunder-shocks, and the 
cabin was filled with a succession of blinding 
flashes, sometimes yellow, sometimes blue, 
which came so swiftlv one after another that 
it was like blinking the eves against a strong 
and lasting blaze. I heard Xorie tell Sir 
Mordaunt that he was obliged to hold her 
ladyship down to prevent her rushing on 
deck, and that he had been calling for 
assistance to get her to her cabin, as she 
was too much for him with only Miss Tuke 
to help. Sir Mordaunt immediately pulled 
off his dripping oilskins ; and, dropping on 
his knees, seized his wife's hand and en- 
treated her to be calm, himself so agitated 
that his broken words were scarcely in- 
telligible. Presently she grew quieter, and 
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then Norie made her swallow some brandy ; 
and, with the doctor supporting her on one 
side and her husband on the other, she went 
staggering and sighing to her cabin, keeping 
her eyes tightly closed, that she might not 
see the lightning. 

" What a fearful storm, Mr. Walton ! " 
exclaimed Miss Tuke, holding her hand over 
her eyes too, for some of the flashes as they 
darted through the skylight were blindingly 
brilliant. " How long do you think it will 
last ? " 

" It will be passing very soon. It's just 
a tropical outbreak. Had you lived in the 
West Indies, you would be laughing at all 
this whizzing and booming," said I, but not 
very honestly ; for I took it to be as dan- 
gerous a storm as could have burst upon us, 
and there is no West Indian living who 
would not have been awed and alarmed 
by it. 

" I never saw such lightning before," said 
she, "nor heard such terrific thunder. 



the whole cabin on fire, and was instan- 
taneously followed by an explosion that 
sounded as though a magazine full of 
powder had blown up. There was no use 
trying to put heart into her in the face of 
such an uproar as that. I advised her to 
join Lady Brookes, and bustle about, and 
take as little notice as possible of the 
lightning; and then went on deck again, 
first peeping at the glass, and observing no 
change in it. 

The truth is, I could not persuade myself, 
from the indication of the mercury, that 
a tempest of wind — short-lived, indeed — 
would not follow this thunder-storm ; and 
this being my expectation, the knowing 
that Purchase was in no fit state to com- 
mand the schooner, should a sudden ex- 
tremity confront us, determined me to keep 
a look-out for myself, for it was evident 
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that Tripshore would not act independently 
in Purchase's watch ; and, moreover, it 
would be Purchase's watch on deck until 
midnight. 

The storm played furiously, and con- 
tinued to do so for .upwards of a quarter 
of an hour after I returned on deck, during 
all which time the rain fell in torrents, and 
flashed up the sea into a surface of phos- 
phorescent foam by its weight; but not a 
breath of air slanted those lines of water, 
which sparkled in the lightning in greens 
and blues and yellows, so as to make the 
whole scene one of awful beauty, truly 
indeed as though heaven were raining 
fire — an illusion that was perfected by 
the flames- in the sea, which might have 
made you suppose the ocean itself was 
burning. 

Both Tripshore and Purchase remained 
on deck, and the men forward crouched, 
with scarcely a move among them, under 
the bulwarks. I constantly looked aloft, to 



were so vivid, that I could follow the masts 
to the trucks, and see the little vane at the 
head of the mainmast ; and yet it was 
certain that the electric fluid had run over 
the yards and spars as water might, for at 
times I had perceived sparks of intense 
brilliancy whizzing along the topsail sheets, 
which were chain, and along the jackstays, 
and flying ofi" into the air, just as you may 
note the white fires flash away from the 
wires of an electric battery. 

But in a quarter of an hour, as I have 
said, it became evident that the worst of 
the storm had passed, and that the body 
of it was veering to the eastward ; and 
presently looking into the west, I spied 
what might very well have passed for a 
ship's light, a small yellow star, and then 
another, and yet another, until, and while 
the storm was solemnly moaning in one 
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direction, and the heavens all that way were 
tremulous with the glare of lightning, the 
sky in the opposite direction was quite clear 
and the stars shining. But the storm had 
left the calm as dead as it had found it, 
more breathless in one sense, if I may so 
say? by the weight and fury of the rain 
having flattened the swell and diminished 
the rolling of the vessel, that before had 
wafted draughts of air along the deck. 

I took oflf my oilskin, and hung it over 
a belaying-pin to let it drain; and whilst 
I was doing that Sir Mordaunt came on 
deck, followed by Norie. He approached 
me close, to make sure of me, for it was 
still very dark, and exclaimed^ — 

" Oh, Walton, thank God the storm is 
over ! I really believed at times that the 
yacht would have been split in two and 
sunk like a bullet. Did you ever see mo]3e 
frightful lightning ? " 

" Never ; and we want no more. How 
is Lady Brookes V 
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Norie, puflSng as thougli he were suffocated, 
** her ladyship would be herself What she 
wants — what we all want — is air. An 
atmosphere chokeful of electricity, not to 
speak of flashings of fire and crashings of 
thunder, such as might make a man believe 
the day of doom had come at last, plays 
the deuce with weak nerves." 

" How wonderful is this calm after that 
hellish uproar!" exclaimed Sir Mordaunt, 
removing his hat and looking upwards. 

The stiUness was indeed wonderful, for 
the muttering of the departing storm was 
too far off to vex the ear ; indeed, it seemed 
to define and heighten the silence, like 
distant music in the dead of a peaceful 
summer night ashore. The play of the 
lightning flashed faintly as far as the zenith, 
but left the glowing stars in the west un- 
dimmed, and nothing was to be heard but 
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the plashing of large drops of moisture 
draining from the yards and rigging, and 
the soft tinkling of water trickling into the 
sea from the scupper-holes. 

"It is seldom that so wild and heavy a 
storm passes so breathlessly," said I. " But 
if I am not very much mistaken, we shall 
have a breeze of wind from the west- 
ward presently. Yonder sky is clearing 
fast." 

" In that case it will be foul for us to 
reach the wreck,'* said Sir Mordaunt. 

*' Certainly it will ; but I had clean for- 
gotten the wreck," I answered. 

" What should be done ? " he asked. " I 
am sure that mirage was meant as a call 
to us, and I should feel exceedingly uneasy 
if we missed the vessel." 

"Why," said I, rather struck with this 
remark, for I had always considered my 
friend as of a literal and prosaic cast of 
mind, " if the wind should come westerly, 
all that can be done is to put the schooner 



should be kept/' 

" 111 go and speak to Purchase," said he. 
"I am determined to have a look at the 
wreck, if she is to be seen and the wind 
will let us approach her," and he walked 
over to the skipper. 

"Sir Mordaunt seems quite bitten by 
that mirage," said Norie. *^ I hope, if we 
are going to look for it, it won't keep us 
bothering about here long. It's simply- 
roasting work without a breeze. Both day 
and night are equally insupportable, espe- 
cially the night. When are we going to 
get those north-east trades you once spoke 
about ? Have they given up blowing, think 
you ? " 

" I used to know where they are supposed 
to begin, but I won't swear to the latitude 
now," I answered, listening all the while 
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with one ear to the humming and grumbling 
of the conversation going on between Sir 
Mordaunt and Purchase near the wheel 

Meanwhile the watch below had quitted 
the deck at the sight of the stars, and gone 
to their hammocks, and here and there a 
man was slapping about him with a swab. 
Just before Sir Mordaunt rejoined me, I 
caught sight of a breeze of wind darkening 
the starlit water in the west, and in a 
moment or two Purchase rolled forward, 
calling upon the watch to make sail in 
his deep sea roar, to which rum, or what- 
ever his liquor might be, had given a 
shrewder huskiness. Sir Mordaunt took 
my arm, to draw me away from Norie, and 
asked me if I had spoken to Purchase 
during the evening. I answered that I had/ 
\ " Did you notice anything peculiar about 
him ? " said he. 

'^I thought he was rather drunk," I 
answered. " Is that what you mean ? " 



enough to swallow more than his head can 
carry." 

"And not the first time either," said I. 
*' Not very long ago I found him muddy 
and merry in his watch on deck ; and 
when I smelt his breath to-night, I re- 
solved to speak to you seriously about 
him, though I should have waited for the 
morning." 

" I must talk to him," he exclaimed. " I 
must call him into the cabin to-morrow and 
rate him. Mind you, Walton, the man's 
not drunk I don't even say he's muddled. 
He's just a little thick. I am sorry you 
have noticed this in him before. Still, it 
won't do to be too critical. Here you have 
a fine bluff old seaman, who has run us to 
this point safely and well ; and, before we 
condemn him, let us make sure he is not 
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one of those men whom a very small drop 
of spirits intoxicates " 

"No, no/' I interrupted; "his nose 
doesn't blush for nothing. A red nose is 
the drunkard's conscience; and if Purchase 
can't swig down half a pint of raw rum 
without winking, I'll forfeit fifty pounds." 

But Sir Mordaunt would not hear this. 
He said (of course very kindly) that I was 
prejudiced — ^which I did not deny ; that 
it would be unfair to take an extreme 
view of the old man's indiscretion; that 
if drinking was an habitual vice with him, 
the matter then would be a very serious 
one, but that he had only been detected 
twice slightly the worse for liquor since 
we had left England. "Slightly, I say," 
he added, " because it does not prevent 
him from attending to his duties, as you 
may judge for yourself" — ^pausing to give 
me an opportunity of hearing the skipper 
singing out to the men. "I have not 
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A hundred to one if he doesn't, thought 
I ; but I would not pursue the subject, 
mainly because I did not vrant to figure as- 
an intruder nor to be thought unreasonably 
prejudiced, and also because I could not 
help seeing it was my friend's dread of 
alarming his wife that made him reluctant 
to witness anything seriously significant 
in Purchase's ^* indiscretion." However, I 
might now take it that he would watch 
his captain critically, and spare me the 
burden of a secret which I should hardly 
have liked to part with, though I should 
feel I wronged my companions by with- 
holding it. 

But already the breeze had reached us, 
and the water was rough with it, and the 
yacht under her mainsail and standing-jib 
was scraping along, looking well up to the 
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bearings which Sir Mordaunt was anxious 
to make. And here I am bound to say that 
Purchase understood his master's directions^ 
and had acted properly in keeping the 
schooner under easy canvas and ratching 
leisurely. Sir Mordaunt took care to call 
my attention to this, and was evidently 
pleased because I had nothing to say. The 
breeze jfreshened slowly but steadily. Every 
vestige of the storm had long since vanished, 
and the stars were now dipping to squadrons 
of clouds sailing up from the west in swift 
procession, and in appearance so much 
resembling the trade clouds, that had they 
been coming up from the north and east 
I should have believed that we were leaning 
before the first of the regular winds. The 
breeze gathered weight fast, and presently 
the water was all white to windward of the 
yacht, and the booming of parted seas at 
the bow as regular as the grinding of a 
crank. After the oppressive heat of the 
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dnecL ine uecno, o^uva 
patches of moisture upon the mainsail 
growing bit by bit more pallid, until the 
great sail stood like a moonlit cloud up 
and down against the heaven of the horizon. 
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